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home on the sea
By M A R TIN  HOLT
The grey clouds of early m orning hung 
low on the horizon casting black shadows on 
the still tu rbulent sea. C urt glanced at the 
sky, noting the white sliver of moon dis­
appearing behind the veil of clouds as the 
second m ate rang three bells. The old sea­
man u ttered a curse at the sea birds which 
hovered, like living crucifixes, over the ship. 
He turned back to the w ire which had broken 
loose from its pad-eye in the storm  the night 
before. Untangling the guy from  his limp 
coat sleeve, he cursed again under his breath. 
He tucked the guy under his arm  and picked 
up the loose ends of the splice on which he 
was working.
“Ahoy! Ahoy up there, C urt!” It was 
Je rry ’s voice cracking through the pane of 
pre-dawn silence.
Curt hesitated a moment, contem plating 
w hether to see w hat the boy wanted. The 
guy dropped to the deck. A blast of cool air 
whipped his greying hair off his sweating 
forehead as he walked easily along the rolling 
deck to the dodger which surrounded the fly­
ing bridge. Looking over, he could see Je rry  
down on the foredeck watching, w ith excite­
ment, a bird which sat unsteadily on the deck 
in front of him. The boy looked up and once 
again started to call the older m an’s name, 
but stopped when he saw Curt looking down 
at him.
“Look, Curt,” the young man said, “there’s 
a bird on the deck, here. He m ust have h it 
the wheel house in tha t storm last night.”
“Is it dead?” asked Curt, knowing tha t it 
w asn’t but letting the words come out w ith­
out thinking about them.
“No, he’s only dazed, I guess. He has a 
tough time standing, though. Maybe he’s got 
a broken leg.”
There was a pause and the boy looked back 
at the bird. It had managed to flop its way
over behind a hatch and out of the spray .1 
which had started  to come over the bow of 
the struggling C-3 freighter.
“Come, on down and look at him ,” Jerry 
called. “He sure is a weird looking bird.” J 
Curt shrugged his shoulders and turned to- |  
w ard the ladder which led to the boat deck. 
He looked at the guy, lying on the deck with ] 
the sta rt of a Liverpool splice winding in 
aw kw ard strands along the end of the wire. 
Shrugging his shoulders again, he turned I 
back tow ard the ladder and climbed down to 
the boat deck and descended two ladders to 
the m ain deck.
The w ater-tight door slammed against the 
bulkhead as he stepped out on the foredeck. 
Sw earing under his breath, he jerked it sav­
agely and shut it, slamming the dog in place 
w ith an added oath. He turned  and strode 
toward the boy, rolling his body against the 
motion of the ship as he walked.
“W hat kind of a bird is it?” Je rry  asked. | 
“It sure is a noisy thing. And snap, you 
should see it snap at the handle of my shovel. 
Here, I ’ll poke it a t him  again so you can see 
him grab it.”
“Never mind,” Curt said. “The little bas­
tard  don’t know no better. Hell, if he was 
full grown he’d chomp that shovel handle in 
two. In their game they’ve got to have damn 
stout beaks.”
The bird let out a screech as it flapped its 
wings, try ing to keep its balance. Despite all 
the flopping it collapsed. The two men stood 
looking at the bird for a m inute, the young 
m an w ith excitem ent and the older man with 1 
near contempt. Its frail wings were soaked 
w ith sea spray causing the tips to droop as ;; 
the bird rocked on the  steel deck. As if J 
disdaining the onlookers the spidery fowl 
stretched as tall as it could on its web-like 
legs. The crown on its dripping head bristled
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indignantly. The ship lunged into a wave 
sending the creature  spraw ling on the sloppy 
deck once more. The sh ip’s bell struck  four 
times.
“I rem em ber once, w hen I was on the  China 
Bear,” C urt started  slowly, “a Bos’n ’s bird, 
just like that one only full grown, got caught 
in a shroud.”
“There had been a hell of a storm , worse 
than the one last night. The ship pitched and 
rolled so bad th a t we had to strap  ourselves 
in our bunks or w e’d roll out. W alking down 
the passage-ways was like try ing  to climb a 
greased pole half the time, and like coming 
down one the other half. I t was so damn 
bad that w hen the  storm  was over there  was 
tracks on the bulkheads.”
“That’s w hat it was like last n igh t,” in te r­
rupted Jerry . “The m ate w ill have us out 
swabbing down after chow, I ’ll bet.”
“Yeah. But there  was also footprints on 
the overhead after the storm  I ’m talking 
about. The lookout, on the  flying bridge, 
told me tha t w hen the  seas came pourin’ over 
the bow, all he could see out of the w ater 
was the top of the  m ainm ’st, lookin’ like a 
huge cross pitching around in the  goddamn 
ocean.”
Curt was starting  to w arm  to his story now 
and Je rry  leaned against the bulw ark, a smile 
skipping over his naive features.
“In the m ornin’, a fte r it was over, there 
was only one lifeboat left and it was smashed 
all to hell. The second m ate was missing and 
the jack-staff had bent over against the  power 
cable, shorting out the whole pow er unit. 
Things looked p re tty  hopeless.”
“I had ju st come up on deck w hen I saw 
this. . . . Hey, don’t touch th a t bird, stupid!” 
Curt leaped up from  his position on the 
hatch and knocked Je rry  away from  the bird, 
which he had bent to pick up. The young 
man lay on the deck, stunned for a brief 
instant. Shaking his head to clear his eyes, 
he looked up at the older seaman.
“Wha . . . w ha . . . w hat was th a t for? Hell, 
all I was going to do was see if it had a broken 
leg. Wow, you m ust be crazy!”
A hatch cover cracked in the w ind tha t 
drove across the deck. Spray poured over 
the bulw ark as the ship lurched, broadside 
into a swelling wave. C u rt’s hair, pasted to 
his forehead, gave his contracted brows an 
even more m alignant scowl. The look in his 
eyes pierced the rebelling tongue of the young
m an and stifled the com plaint which had 
started  from  his lips.
“Look kid,” C urt said, “when you’ve been 
to sea for awhile, you’ll learn  tha t there a in’t 
one th ing  that comes out of that w atery  desert 
th a t a in ’t filthy. And you’ll also find out 
after you have been to sea for as long as I 
have, tha t it makes you  filthy too; and even 
a little  crazy.”
“T hat bird is full of lice. C raw lin’, b itin ’, 
filthy  lice. I picked up a bird like th a t once; 
the one th a t was caught in a shroud on the 
China Bear. I tried  to help the son-of-a-bitch 
out of the trap  he was in.”
“Well, the dam n bird bit my finger off. 
Chomped the th ing righ t off like it was made 
out of Germ an cheese. I grabbed tha t dirty, 
little  bastard  and w rung his neck; tw isted it 
until his head come off. My face and chest and 
arm s w ere splattered w ith the blood tha t 
poured from  the stum p of its neck. W ith its 
head off, it seemed to relax. The body fell to 
the deck and I threw  it overboard, back to 
the w asteland it came from .”
“My finger got infected and the infection 
spread up into m y arm. They finally had 
to cut the goddamn arm  off, ridding me of 
any contact w ith th a t scavenger sea bird.” 
Je rry  rubbed the place w here his shipm ate 
had h it him. He steadied him self by grasp­
ing the shroud which led from the m ain to 
the bulwark. The sleeve of C urt’s foul- 
w eather jacket flapped in the now modified 
wind; the young m an tried  not to look at 
the dangling sleeve but his eye kept w ander­
ing back to it. The bird screeched and 
flapped its wings once again, try ing  to bal­
ance itself. Je rry  looked into the old m an’s 
eyes and asked softly, “Well, w hat are  we 
going to do w ith him? W hat if he has got a 
broken leg? See how shaky he is? He m ust 
have a broken leg.”
“Naw,” C urt said, “he ain’t got no busted 
leg. Them birds never see land du rin ’ their 
whole goddamn lives. His .legs .ju st a in’t 
developed and he don’t know how in the hell 
to stand. His leg ain’t busted.”
“Why can’t he fly? Som ething m ust be 
wrong or he would fly away.”
C urt looked at Jerry . His face relaxed a 
little  as he saw the real concern th a t the 
younger m an had for this young, stranded 
bird.
“You see, Jerry , i t ’s like this!- On the sea 
there is almost always a breeze. Those birds
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are like airplanes; they can’t get off the 
w ater unless they get a ir m ovin’ under their 
wings. Well on the deck here, th a t bird can’t 
get enough wind runn in ’ under his wings to 
get him  into the air. So he ju st sits there 
until someone dum ps him over the side, into 
the wind.”
“Hell, if he is going to bite me, how can 
I pick him up to throw  his overboard?”
“He probably couldn’t bite too hard. I t ’s 
ju st th a t he’s so damn lousy; and if you 
touched him you’d probably get them  filthy 
little  bastards all over yourself and the rest 
of the ship.”
Five bells rang; Je rry  turned  to pick up 
his shovel, rem em bering the oil spill in the 
passage-way th a t he was supposed to clean 
up. It was not the wind which brought the 
glistening drop of saltish w ater to his eye. 
He raised his arm  and wiped away the drop­
let, only to have it replaced by another. He 
turned back to Curt, anxiety stinging his 
eyes.
“Isn’t there  anything we can do?” His 
words could barely get past his throat.
C urt’s first thought was to abandon the 
bird and let him  die, then scoop him  over­
board. But seeing the pain in his companion’s 
eyes, he softened a little.
“Well, m aybe we could scare him  over to 
the bulw ark and force him  out one of the 
chocks,” C urt said.
“Okay!”
The two men tried  to herd the bird over 
to the bulwark, but the spray over the bow 
was now getting worse and the bird would 
not budge. Finally, after several m inutes 
they stopped and looked at each other. The 
contem pt had started  back into the old sea­
man but the boy was even more anxious than 
before.
C urt turned  from  the bird, removing his 
foul-w eather jacket. He laid it on the hatch. 
Turning again to the bird, he pulled out his 
deck knife and opened it. The boy started 
a protest but stopped as Curt began to cut 
the buttons from the front of his cham bray 
shirt. He closed the knife and put it and the 
buttons into the pocket of his Frisco jeans.
Je rry  looked on w ith amazement as his 
partner shrugged out of his now buttonless 
shirt. Mixed emotions of fear and w onder­
m ent crept into his young, bland face as Curt 
draped the sh irt over the bird.
“You’ll have to help me,” the old m an said.
“I can’t pick this goddamn thing up by my­
self.”
A smile slowly split the boy’s paste-pale i 
visage. He bent and lifted the bird, draped ! 
in the old shirt, from  the w et deck. They j 
tossed the bird over the leew ard side of the f 
ship. It dropped and the w ind caught the j 
shirt, pulling it off the floundering wings of \ 
the bird, fluttering, drifting aft, finally to f 
dip into the churning water.
The piercing screeches of the three or four 
huge Bos’n ’s birds which circled inquiringly 
over the floating shirt, blotted out the soft I 
sound m ade by the younger bird as the  wind 
caught its wings and carried it like a spirit 
up over the w ater and back to its home on 
the  sea.
C urt picked up his jacket and turned  up 
the ladder to the upper decks. The wind­
blown m ist stabbed into his bare back and I 
shoulders as he stood looking out over the 
fantail from  the navigation bridge. He j 
slipped the garm ent over his one arm  and | 
pulled the zipper half-way up as he trudged | 
up the ladder to the flying bridge. The wind 
ceased for a slight instan t and the  screams 
of the trailing scavengers wheeled over his 
head. He kneeled and began the over and 
under process of the Liverpool splice . . .  the 
cold w ire stinging his sw eaty palm.
more than sound
B y W A Y N E  F IN N EY
I passed a house in the dark  night 
And listened as someone played 
An organ behind blinded windows.
Who was playing I could not tell 
But I could feel his lonesomeness 
As I stood and listened to him  play.
He played w ith seemingly tireless fingers; 
As though he was try ing  to speak,
But could not cry out. He could 
Only play and hope tha t someone 
Might hear and understand.
I pass tha t house often now,
And stop each tim e to share 
The night w ith tha t unseen player: 
Always lonesome but always there.
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the afternoon train
B y W ILBU R WOOD
Benton is a dusty collection of crum bling 
buildings on a hard  d irt and gravel road 
running south from  the m ountains across the 
plains to the Green River. Coming by car 
from the north  you see w hat appears as a 
mirage far off on a rise—gray buildings and 
a few large trees, b lurred  by the sum m er 
heat waves. It is Benton, and it looks as if 
its few structures are im m ersed in a clear 
lake. It is ju st an illusion brought about by 
heat and dryness. You lose sight of Benton 
behind the rise as you dip into lower land. 
Then after a while you round a hill and 
Benton jum ps out a t you like a ju st awakened 
but still sleepy rattlesnake. As you rum ble 
through its curved street, it gives you a 
cautious once-over, then  settles back heavily 
into its repose.
The road enters Benton and widens into 
a main street, which is flanked by a few 
houses, a deserted schoolhouse w ith  paint 
peeling, and a pair of ta tte red  two-story 
buildings, one on each side of the street. At 
the end of the street is a railroad station, 
surprisingly painted a fresh white. The road 
twists in front of this out-of-place building 
and travels about fifty  yards to the right, 
following a rusty  and weeded-over railroad 
track. Then it tw ists left, bum pily crosses 
the railroad track, and hurries south again.
Looking back at the town, you see it shim ­
mering very bright under the noonday sun. 
A few big cottonwood trees ease the back­
ground of seared yellow grass, gray soil, and 
faded decaying buildings. You look back at 
Benton and see the parched plains, and per­
haps you wipe the sweat off your forehead. 
Then your thoughts follow your w andering 
gaze back to the railroad station, gleaming 
hard-w hite in the sun. . . .
iff *  9fe
Benton stationm aster Sam Ayers raised 
himself up from  the swivel chair in front of 
his desk, removed the pipe from  his cracked
lips, tugged at his gray mustache, adjusted 
his m etal-rim m ed glasses, and looked at the 
clock on the wall of his combination office, 
bedroom, and kitchen. The clock said quar­
ter to one. “Almost time for the ‘1:05,’ ” Sam 
Ayers m uttered to himself. He hobbled to 
the window, raised the shades, blinked at the 
dazzling sunlight, and squinted down the 
track to the east. B arren yellow land greeted 
his gaze. The weeds along the railroad track 
stirred, nudged by a movement of the air.
Ayers slowly turned from  the window, 
lowered the shade, and went out of his office 
into the storage room of the station. “N othin’ 
for the tra in  today,” he mumbled. He went 
back to his office, took the broom leaning 
by his cot along the wall, and slowly began 
to sweep his floor, for the ten th  time that 
day.
The sound of a door closing startled  Sam 
Ayers. He w ent to the ticket window and 
saw his friend Eli Gunderson, the cattle 
buyer, shuffling into the waiting room, his 
tall, stooped form attached to a battered 
brown suitcase.
Eli noticed the stationm aster peeping near­
sightedly out of the barred window. “Train 
on tim e today, Sam ?” he asked.
“F ar as know, Eli,” Sam replied. “Should 
be here in another fourteen m inutes.”
“Might as well get my ticket. Don’t need 
to check in this suitcase; I ’ll ju st carry  it 
w ith  me.”
“W here’s the big businessman goin’ today?” 
Sam kidded as he got out the ticket blanks.
“Oh, got this cattle deal goin’ down at 
Murchison, and I have to go down there to 
check over the stock and close it,” Eli ex­
plained.
“Sounds good, Eli, sounds good,” Sam said 
as he finished w riting out the ticket.
“I ’ll pay you for this when I get back to-
—  5 —
m orrow ,” Eli said. “A in’t got no small cash 
righ t now.”
“Okay, Eli,” Sam said. Sam Ayers opened 
a ledger and carefully m ade an en try  in it: 
“E. Gunderson — ticket to M urchison — 
$2.50. . . .”
“Papa!” M artha Johnson called from  the 
kitchen. “Papa, i t ’s tim e for the tra in  to be 
coming in.”
In the front room H enry Johnson laid down 
the book he was reading and heaved himself 
out of the big chair.
“You hear me, papa,” from  the kitchen. 
“Yes, M artha,” H enry Johnson said to his 
daughter. “I ’m leavin’ now.”
M artha Johnson, a plain woman in her 
middle thirties, walked into the room drying 
a dish, as her father began to sham ble to the 
door. “I t ’s aw fully hot today, papa,” she 
said. “You’re sure you w ant to w alk down 
to the station in all this heat ju st to w ait 
for a tr-. . . .”
“Now M artha,” Henry interceded, “I ’ve told 
you this before and I ’ll tell you again. I’ve 
been down to see the ‘1:05’ come in every day 
of my life since I w ent to w ork down a t the 
station and every day since I retired  from 
the railroad—except when I was sick or out 
of town. I t ain’t so far nor so hot that I 
can’t go on down there.”
H enry Johnson opened the fron t door, 
paused to say he’d be back in a while, and 
left the house.
M artha Johnson watched her father plod­
ding down the dusty, deserted street. She 
looked beyond him at the station. She began 
shaking her head and laughing deep in her 
throat, then the tears came as usual, hot and 
burning.
The clock in Sam A yers’ office showed 1:02 
p.m. Sam was outside getting the luggage 
cart ready for the train.
Eli and H enry stepped out of the waiting 
room of the station. Eli started  pacing the 
platform, suitcase in hand. Henry sat on 
the bench outside and lit his pipe.
Sam Ayers called out, “Ought to be here in 
three minutes! I th ink I hear it cornin’ now!”
“Right on tim e,” H enry Johnson com­
mented.
* # *
Late in the afternoon you end the hot,
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dusty drive south from  the m ountains by 
gliding into the small, pleasantly green city 
of Valley town. At the  south end of the  city 
is a dark  blue highway running east and west. 
Across this are a depot, some grain elevators, 
and a maze of livestock loading chutes and 
corrals. These structures flank a shiny rail­
road running parallel to the highway.
You tu rn  in at a polished service station 
and hear the fam iliar ding of the bell as you 
come to a stop by the gasoline pumps.
The a ttendant m inisters to your car’s needs 
as you get out and stretch. A few words of ■ 
conversation about w here you are headed 
and w here you have come from  bring you 
around to Benton.
“Is it the only town on th a t road?” you I 
ask.
“Yeah, and it’s about dead. Long stretch of 
monotonous country you just passed through. 
You know, th a t tow n used to be quite the j 
old place fifteen, tw enty  years back, believe 
it or not. Big cattle ranchers around there’d 
round up their herd, drive ’em into Benton 
and ship ’em off on the train. Town’s pretty  
m uch deserted now—only a few old families 
there. Used to be, them  cowboys’d really 
whoop it up come Saturday night. P retty  
dead now, though, like I say.”
“W hat killed the town, anyw ay?” you ask.
“Train pulled out and moved down here— 
more centrally  located. Not enough volume 
up there  on the plains because a lot of cattle­
men sold out during the drouth. Pulling out 
tha t railroad killed quite a few towns up 
there, m atter of fact—Benton, P ra irie  City, 
Murchison. . . .”
“I’ll be dam ned,” you say, only half listen­
ing to the talkative a ttendant ra ttle  on. Then 
you rem em ber something. “Hey! What 
about tha t railroad station there? It looks 
as if it’s p re tty  well kept up. The paint on 
it is almost new.”
“Oh, I ’ve heard an old fellow lives there 
and keeps it up,” the attendant says. “Funny 
story about th a t town, bu t I don’t suppose 
you got tim e to listen?” he queried hopefully.
“No, go ahead,” you say, thinking w hat the 
hell, m ight as well pick up some folklore.
“Well now, th is is ju st an old rum or—and 
you know how those things go. Anyhow, 
they say—and I know th is’ll sound funny— 
but they say th a t some old codgers in that
town just w ent crazy the day the tra in  didn’t 
come through. They w ouldn’t  believe th a t 
the train  pulled out, you know, since it was 
their whole life. So every day for the past 
fifteen years or so, they go down to the  sta-
Poet ry
Someday soon,
I’ll ride down from  a cloud,
And hope to see you standing there.
We’ll join hands
And dance w ith  the w ind
Till the wind gets tired
And the m ountains grow a beard.
But here I am, far from  you,
Hidden away in a mole-like hole,
With naught a chance for light or love. 
Yet there’s a feeling in the a ir 
(you m ust feel it too,)
Blue sky seems so m uch bluer,
And the grass is so green!
What is this business here,
The feeling of being for being?
The wind blows not ju st absently 
But tugging a t me as it dances by 
To w hirl into the light,
And shout down from  m y cloud . . .
I’m free, I ’m free!
Someday soon,
I’ll ride down from  a cloud 
And you w ill be standing there.
tion and w ait for the afternoon tra in  to come 
in.”
“Yeah, tha t is a w ild one,” you say. Jesus 
Christ, if th a t’s all this country can th ink  up, 
the people m ust be as boring as the scenery.
By W A Y N E  F IN N EY
silver a n d  green
I
The sea is a great green woman 
Who worships the moon.
She subm its softly at night 
And the moon plays w ith her;
The fish w ithin her come to the surface 
To witness the silvery courtship.
She lies back smoothly and stretches w ith a 
sigh,
As the moon dips down and toys w ith  a wave. 
She moves tow ard him in her green splendor 
And when, at least, he goes w ithin her 
She rolls and moans as the light fades to black. 
II.
In the half light of m orning 
The sea th a t is a woman 
Wipes the sleep spray from  her eyes 
And shakes out her seaweed hair,
Then rolls herself over and remembers.
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one for the cross
B y JUDITH LONNER
Sunday School convinced them  that dead 
people would eventually rise from their 
graves, and at eight they thought this was 
a good idea. They had num erous nebulous 
misgivings, but were fully aware of only one. 
It was tha t on Memorial Day m any graves 
didn’t get flowers and they thought that 
should the dead person rise on this day, he 
would be quite hurt.
Ju lie  had a fat lilac bush in her front yard 
and a m other who understood her, and her 
friend Bobbie, very well. Bobbie owned a 
large red wagon tha t he had washed and 
polished, w ith his fa ther’s car wax, for the 
day. They had collected juice cans and w ith 
this equipm ent were ready to make one day 
more in keeping w ith w hat they believed.
They worked, surrounded by Del Monte 
and Hunt juice labels. Ju lie  arranged the 
cans in the wagon and slopped them  full of 
water. Tomorrow she would have her first 
spring cold. Bobbie was leaping onto the 
tree, dragging down a limb, breaking it and 
adding it to the large pile.
“I t’s bad enough,” he puffed, “getting put 
under the ground and all that stuff, but I 
don’t see why people don’t remember, for 
crying out loud.”
“Their relatives put them  there and then 
forget,” Julie added.
“Well, where else they going to put them  
. . . in the freezer?”
“You’re not funny,” Julie said. “You say 
pretty  bad things like that all the time.” 
Ju lie’s m other watched them  m aneuver the 
heavy wagon out of the yard, Bobbie pulling, 
Julie pushing. Her lovely lilac bush looked 
like it had been given a cereal bowl haircut; 
the top was frothy lavender, the bottom, 
naked. She smiled to herself as she w ent 
to calm Ju lie’s frantic dog, who was not al­
lowed on the trip  owing to his disrespect for 
tombstones.
The wagon squeaked through the stone 
gates of the old graveyard. The decaying 
smell of the river nearby was compatible 
w ith its antique feeling. There were stones 
dating back to the days when the mission 
was built, and old wooden crosses could still 
be found w ith their eroded letters. Wild 
grasses followed w hatever pattern  they chose, 
died, and formed wet fiberous clots for the 
new spring grass to grow through. The chil­
dren always held their breath  for a few 
moments, to see w hat would happen.
While they worked, Julie offered, “If they 
can rise, then they’re not dead. And if they’re 
not dead, w hat are they doing?”
“Sleeping, probably.”
“But for so long. And why should they?” 
“W hat do you mean by tha t?” Bobbie asked. 
“Why should they spend all tha t time 
sleeping, just so they can rise some day?” 
Bobbie laughed. “They got lots of time, 
tons of it, th a t’s all they got.”
“And then,” Julie reasoned, “somebody 
says ‘go’ and they all get up.” She shuddered 
w ith her vision. “And if they all get up, 
there won’t be any room for anybody, not 
even to breathe.”
“They won’t bring their bodies, stupid, 
they just bring their souls and you can’t 
feel them .”
“Or see them ?”
“No.”
“Then how  are we going to know they are 
up?”
“Oh knock it off, you’re nuts half the time.” 
“I am not and you don’t have to be mean.” 
“Oh come on.”
They contemplated the lives of the dead
Q
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and faced the yearly  problem  of whom  to 
give to and whom not. They never had 
enough flowers.
“Well, if they are really  old, they  probably 
don’t care,” Ju lie  argued. “We can check 
their stones.”
“Naa, if they  are really  old, and nobody 
has given them  anything for m aybe a hun­




“Why are you always righ t?”
“Because I ’m  a boy.”
“T hat’s no answ er.”
“You got a be tter one?”
“Oh skip it, we shouldn’t argue in a grave­
yard anyway. They m ight get m ad,” Ju lie  
said.
“Just don’t step on the  graves,” Bobbie 
ordered. “T here’s a reason, bu t I can’t re­
member.” They w orked on. “I bet they  are 
looking up at us and are really  happy.” 
“Don’t say that, it scares me. I don’t like 
having things look a t me w hen I don’t know.” 
It was late  afternoon and the  clouds quar­
reling w ith  each other m ade it feel later. 
They w ere at the  lower edges of the  yard  
and the m usk from  the river was overpow er­
ing.
“I don’t th ink  I w ant to die,” Ju lie  said, 
slowly.
“Now w hat are you talk ing  about?” Bobbie 
asked tiredly, “W hy should you care? Every­
body’s got to die. Everybody knows th a t.” 
“I don’t  care, I don’t w ant to lie down there 
and feel everything for m illions and millions 
of years.”
“Oh for cryinginthejohn, you th ink  of the 
stupidest things.”
“I can’t help it,” she pleaded, “I ju st don’t 
like the idea. You don’t have to be m ean to 
me.”
“Who’s being m ean?” a voice behind them  
rudely asked. He slouched on a large low 
tombstone, a creature from  the grey world of 
wine and old age.
“I said, w ho’s m ean?” his voice was neutral. 
Looking at Bobbie, Ju lie  said slowly, “He 
is.” She was not mad; she always answered 
questions.
“W hy?”
“Because he thinks I ’m stupid because I 
don’t w ant to die.”
The m an laughed. “How’d you know it’s 
bad to die?”
Encouraged by his laugh, Ju lie  answered, 
“Because you got to w ait down there  till 
you get brought up and it m ight be a long 
tim e.”
“Oh I don’t know,” he said. “You get a 
nice w arm  coffin full of satin and stuff. And 
little  birds like you bring flowers. You ever 
see a dead person in their coffin?”
They shuddered and said no.
“Well i t ’s be tter than  I got up here. They,” 
he pointed at the ground, “got more. How 
about th a t? ” He was getting mad. “Do you 
know w hat i t’s like to wonder why you are 
living?” They stared at him. “Do you know 
w hat I m ean?”
“I t’s cold out here at night and th a t’s w here 
I sleep. I get up in the m orning and every 
part of me is frozen. And it hurts. And then 
those birds,” he stared tow ard the river, 
“those dam n birds. They sta rt m aking their 
racket when the sun is barely up and try  to 
tell me.”
“I th ink we got to go,” Bobbie said, “i t’s 
getting late.”
“You don’t know w hat I ’m talking about 
do you, and you got to go. Your m other will 
w orry  about you won’t she? You got some­
one who worries about you, don’t you?”
They started  to tu rn  the wagon. “W ait a 
m inute, you kids don’t know nothing. You 
don’t know . . . they don’t know nothing.” 
He paused, then looked at them. He got off 
the stone and came tow ard them. “You got 
any m oney?”
“No,” Bobbie said and nodded to Ju lie  to 
hurry.
And the m an grabbed Ju lie ’s arm. She 
froze, then whimpered.
“I told you a lie, you know tha t?” His face 
breathed its ugliness onto Ju lie ’s. His hand 
h u rt her arm. “I ’m really dead,” he said, 
quietly, smugly. Julie pulled from him and 
sobbed. Bobbie could only stare.
His grip tightened and his words were slow. 
“I ’m  dead. And I live down there. T hat’s 
why I know. You know w hat really  happens 
down there? The bodies rot. And all the 
bugs and snakes crawl down there  and lie on 
you and eat you. And you can feel it. Bite
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by bite, they eat you, and the snakes crawl 
into your nose and you can’t breathe.” 
Bobbie reached for a can of lilacs.
“And then there ’s nothing bu t old bones. 
And you w ant that to rise out of the grave? 
Do you? You w ant that . . .”
Bobbie threw  the can at the m an’s face. 
Ju lie  fell from  him  and Bobbie pulled her 
away. They ran.
He pushed the cold sharpness from  him 
and shrieked. He tried  to run  and could j 
only stumble.
“They’ll eat you up,” he scream ed after 
them. “You w ant th a t?” He stood, looked 
at the ground, and started  laughing. The 
figures w ent through the gate and he slowly 
sat down on the stone and laughed and 
laughed and laughed.
Poetry
about a  song heard once but not again
dedicated to M innie C. Steger my sixth grade teacher
M elvin W ilk
She was forty-five and I was ten
when she explained the rooster from  the hen
and who was Simon Bolivar
and w hat was the Isthm us of Panam a?
She read us once, “The Lady or The Tiger,” 
and asked us which? and when Jane said 
neither, she laughed and closed the book.
She taught us to dance the V irginia Heel, 
to properly peel an orange, to seal an envelope, 
to draw  trains. But her instructions for the modeling 
of planes produced winged antelope.
We learned of w heat in Kansan fields—
the spring and the w inter and the difference in yields—
of men who drilled oil in Oklahoma,
w hereupon she smiled and said the show was corn.
And once a week in the afternoons
to the distinctly solemn click of a metronome
we sang hym ns and Chopin waltzes set to words.
She was forty-five when I was ten 
so I d idn’t dare ask her to play again 
the song I liked best. . .
“The south wind am I and I’ll sing to you. . .”
Now, in conversations punctuated by coffee sips 
and cigarettes, those words, from  tha t old song 
appear in the pause of blue splintered smoke.
And ju st when I th ink  I can hear again 
the way she sang them  w hen I was ten 
they disappear: though I liked them  the best, 
though her voice was lovelier than all of the  rest.
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the halo a n d  the flam e
B y M ELVIN  W ILK
he hath  no form  nor comeliness; and when we 
shall see him, there is no beauty that we should 
desire him.
Isaiah 52:2
At last the earth  is ours: the last bomb has burst 
and they cannot h u rt us anymore.
Who shall rem em ber the next? 
Now the m eek m ust live beyond the private hours of day, 
beyond their tenuous questionings:
“Who am I? Who has taken me 
in the dark  and given me their hearts as I have given mine?
W hy does a m atch struck once in the hallway, kindle my 
offering of love . . .  as though love were the heaviest burden?
“Yet, w hat was the choice? 
I am sick of the sorrow in desire and the w eary pace of 
casual fulfilm ent . . .  so this world of half imagined signals, 
of secretly struck flames, of footfalls down the hallw ay . . .
“O God, how can I not 
desire the sun? W hy will there be no beauty to your face, 
no form? Can You, a Man of sorrows, understand my grief?
Can a god love men who will not bear that they love him ?”
II
Once it was the sun who sped away 
driven by Helios at the  end of day 
but now it is we who are spinning away 
and spinning back for the light of day.
Yet either way the sun and we remain.
If the sun w ere cool and light w ere black 
wouldn’t we lack the cold sun black 
and spin away and then pin back 
from the ugly light to the beautiful black?
Despite the happiness tha t beauty sings 
Love is more than the quality  of things, 
for the melody changes, the melody dies.
And so we yearn for snow in an eternity  of springs.
A kiss, though more than lust, is always less than Love.
I l l
Love outweighs fact. I t is w eightier than the leaves on all the 
trees of Paradise and the snows of every Greece and Rome.
Though the best of men were sacrificed, though the earth  is ours 
and still not called our home, our life is heavy w ith the permanence 
of Love.
W hat m atter if the God above is beautiful and fair or if he will 
or will not bear our love? . . . the halo has not ever touched the flame. 
The m atch strikes, the footfalls die
The sun is guttering out and the fu ture is retreating  w ith a roar 
like lightning down a corridor of glass.
The How  is now the Who, the Why . . .
the halo has not ever desired the flame.
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worth a thousa nd
words
a play in one act
B y FELICIA HARDISON
Characters in order of appearance 
LISE, a young girl.
JACQUES, janitor of the a rt gallery.





PLACE: A  small art gallery in Montreal. 
Several very modern paintings hang on the 
black drapes of the stage walls. Otherwise 
the stage is bare except for a bench on which  
Lise sits facing the audience, serenely contem­
plating a Painting which the audience m ust 
imagine hanging over their heads. She does 
not move throughout the first part of the 
scene. Jacques enters sweeping, stops to 
rest a m inute, and leans on his broom gazing 
at The Painting. A  drunken old man enters.
MAN: (Going up to squint at one of the real 
paintings on the wall.) Modern art! L et’s 
see w hat’s this one. (He reads the title.) 
“The Fish w ith Seven Tails” . . . seven tails! 
(Counting them) One, two, three . . . no, no 
. . . one, two, three, four, five, six . . . seven! 
I t’s seven all right. Seven tails—think o’that 
. . . a fish!
JACQUES: Excuse me, sir. I m ust ask you 
to—
MAN: W hat am I doing in a Modern art 
museum?
JACQUES: Perhaps I could help you out­
side?
MAN: A modern art museum . . . “The 
Tail w ith Seven . . .” No, no, no, no . . . “The 
Fish w ith Seven Tails.” Is it the picture or is 
it me? Hee, hee, hee . . . (He starts to giggle, 
then suddenly catches sight of The Painting
and stops short. He steps back wide-eyed and 
very slowly takes off his hat.)
JACQUES: (To himself) Ah yes, you too.
MAN: (Never taking his eyes from  The 
Painting) Does it have a name?
JACQUES: A name? Call it anything you 
like—it says something different to everyone 
(pause) but then it says just about every­
thing. . . .
MAN: When I was a little feller I lived 
on a farm  in the Laurentians. There was tall 
grass in the meadow and a stream  and I used 
to run  barefooted and lay down in a sunny 
spot and hug the whole warm  earth  tight, 
tight against me. . . .
JACQUES: T hat’s w hat it says to you. . .? 
(To himself) He’ll w ant to know. . . .
MAN: But always there was the thicket 
close by w ith shadows and maybe something 
hidden there in the shade that I couldn’t be 
sure about. . . I mean. . . well, w hat I mean 
is. . .
JACQUES: It says that too?
MAN: And it makes me feel funny inside. 
I know w hat it feels like—sort of, but I can’t 
say it in words. I don’t talk  so good anyhow.
(Edward enters and stands by the doorway 
watching.)
JACQUES: I too—I know w hat you mean.
MAN: (Goes and places his bottle on the 
floor in front of Jacques’ broom.) Here, you 
sweep this away, right? (He takes one last 
long look at The Painting, then exits rapidly.)
EDWARD: (Makes a move to follow the 
man) Wait! May I talk  to you—? (B ut the 
man is already gone. Edwards gives up and 
turns in to the room again) Jacques, what 
did he say about it?
JACQUES: Good afternoon, Monsieur. You 
saw w hat it did to him?
EDWARD: I saw. But did he say anything,
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Jacques? W hat kind of message did he get 
from it?
JACQUES: It brought him  memories of the 
lost happiness of childhood—a countryside, a 
meadow, a stream , and then  a shadowy 
Ihicket . . . T hat’s all, Monsieur.
EDWARD: All?
JACQUES: T hat’s all he could say in words.
EDWARD: Two weeks it has hung there 
—and hundreds of people, all the same, all 
different. Oh, I wish, I w ish—
JACQUES: You wish to find someone who 
understands and feels w hat you do about 
The Painting. Is th a t right, Monsieur?
EDWARD: I t’s so strong in me, Jacques. 
It’s not enough to see it on the wall and see 
others react to it and know w hat I know 
about it but not how it came about—I m ust 
share it.
JACQUES: If only I could understand 
enough to share it w ith  you, Monsieur. But 
you have questioned me as you have others 
and you know th a t I too lack the capacity, the 
—how can I say it?—“esprit aux Indees 
larges.”
EDWARD: You’re a fine, sensitive man, 
Jacques.
JACQUES: Still I wonder how this can be 
the work of a m an—how one person could 
feel all these things—more things then I 
could ever hope to understand. And having 
felt them, how put them  down in paint for 
all to see. But I know these are things you 
cannot explain to me.
EDWARD: Or even to myself. I t’s the work 
of hum an hands (He holds up his hands and 
looks at them )  but there ’s som ething in it 
beyond hum an comprehension. Sometimes 
I think I ’ve almost approached it in my con­
scious m ind—it’s there for a fleeting moment, 
but I can’t  quite grasp it. T hat is why I m ust 
find someone who understands. . . .
JACQUES: That is w hat separates you 
from the rest of us. . . . th a t you can come 
so close. (W ith  deep regret) I understand 
so little. . . . Well, I have my w ork . . .  (he 
exits w ith  his broom, shaking his head) . . . 
so little. . . .
EDWARD: (Stares after Jacques. Then  
turns and looks at Lise who still looks at The 
Painting. A  pause, then:) She . . . Here again! 
How intensely she regards The Painting! She 
has been here every day since The Painting 
was exhibited—Strangely I ’ve never ap­
proached her to talk  about it. W hat could
it say to her? Perhaps. . . Does she have the 
answer?
(Enter three chattering schoolgirls jauntily  in 
their girls school uniforms w ith  book satchels, 
not bothering to look around at the paintings.)
FIRST GIRL:—and when she saw the ink 
spot in Stephanie’s gram m ar book, Sister Gil- 
berte smacked her hands w ith thq ruler, then 
’Lisabeth w ent up and told Sister about 
Anne—
SECOND GIRL: Well, I’m just glad I shan’t 
have Sister G ilberte for Composition next 
term!
FIRST GIRL: Why ever did she tell us to 
visit this a rt gallery anyway? I ’m not much 
interested in all this really.
THIRD GIRL: (Seeing The Painting) Look!
SECOND GIRL: Oh!
(They all stop and look at it.)
FIRST GIRL: (A fter  a pause) Valerie . . . 
(No answer) Valerie . . .?
SECOND GIRL: A a a a a a h ................ urn.
FIRST GIRL: W hat’s the most beautiful 
thing you ever thought about in your whole 
life?
SECOND GIRL: A a a a a a h ............um.
FIRST GIRL: For me it’s a golden moth 
flitting about in the night . . a golden moth 
w ith gentle moonlight on its wings—can’t 
you just see that. Valerie? Can you?
SECOND GIRL: (Not hearing) I t ’s . . . . 
it’s . . um.
EDWARD: Perhaps a child can tell—! (To 
First G irl) Miss—excuse me, young lady. Can 
you tell me—w hat does The Painting make 
you feel?
FIRST GIRL: Oh, it makes me feel like I 
w asn’t to touch the most beautiful thing in 
the world—or hold it—or give it to someone.
SECOND GIRL: AAaaaah . . . .  mmmm.
EDWARD: And does The Painting tell you 
w hat the most beautiful thing in the world 
is?
FIRST GIRL: Well, I don’t know exactly. 
I ju st told Valerie—I think I see a tiny golden 
m oth in a clear black night, but I ’m really 
thinking of all the things I love most.
EDWARD: Yes—yes?
FIRST GIRL: But I think it makes me sad 
too . . . .  I love moths.
EDWARD: (To Second Girl) And you, 
Miss? W hat do you see in The Painting? Can 
you tell me?
SECOND GIRL: Yes. Well, it’s um—ah—
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Now I know why Sister G ilberte told us to 
come here.
THIRD GIRL: (Starts walking away to 
exit. The other two follow.) I—I feel dif­
ferent now.
(They exit. Edward helplessly watches them  
go.)
EDWARD: They all feel something. (Pause, 
then looks at Lise again.) But she seems dif­
ferent. W hat meanings could she find in The 
Painting? Could they be the same as mine— 
meanings tha t almost m ake me trem ble as 
they penetrate the unknown regions of my 
inner self . . . .  I ’ll speak to her!
(He goes up to stand behind her and starts 
to speak. She moves slightly w ithout turning  
or looking at him. He only whispers more 
to him self than to her:)
EDWARD: How intense your concentration 
is! (He backs away a few  steps.) I can’t. 
T here’s almost a bond flowing from  her soul 
to The Painting, and I don’t dare in terrup t it. 
(Enter Small Boy, strolling unconcerned. He 
looks about disinterestedly at the paintings 
on the walls. Then he sees The Painting. 
He stops, smiles, cocks his head, backs away 
then runs out crying: “Maaa—aa—aa— a Maaa 
aa—aa—a”).
EDWARD: She didn’t move. I t ’s almost as 
if she were a part of The Painting. Then she 
m ust understand. That Painting is a part of 
me, and she is someone I can share those 
meanings with, I feel sure. (Pause) I m ust—
I m ust speak w ith her. (He approaches her.) 
Please, Miss, excuse me—I’ve noticed your 
in terest in The Painting—
(She doesn’t respond)
EDWARD: Please, Miss, I wonder if I 
m ight—Miss?
LISE: Oh. Je  n ’excuse de ne pas parle an­
glais. S’il vous plait, vous me laisserez con- 
tem pler done— (She turns back to The Paint­
ing).
EDWARD: I ’m sorry. Excuse me. . . (He 
backs off in confusion) I didn’t know, But 
1— A language barrier . . . But surely our 
feelings are the same. There m ust be a 
way—more than  ever I feel I m ust know 
w hat is in her mind. I ’ll get Jacques. Jacques 
will translate  for me. (Exiting) I m ust share 
The Painting.
LISE: (Alone, turning slightly and seeing 
that he is gone) Oh! Je  me sens quelque chose 
d’etrange. (Hand on heart) . . . ici. (She  
turns back to the Painting.)
JACQUES: (Entering w ith  Edward)—but 
I assure you, Monsieur, you can learn  nothing 
from  that child. You know all th a t any man 
can know of The Painting—you be tter than 
anyone—
EDWARD: No, no, I m ust know w hat it 
says to her—w hether we feel the same things 
about it. I m ust know w hat she understands 
from  it—she does know something—it’s in 
her—
JACQUES: I have lived a long time, Mon­
sieur, and yet I know so little. How then can 
a girl so young—? She only feels its strange j 
effects just like everyone else— (Seeing Ed­
ward’s look) Well, no, I guess she’s not like 
everyone else. Perhaps th a t’s w hy I almost 
fear to approach her. I ’ve seen her come 
here ever since she was a child—
EDWARD: She has come since childhood?
JACQUES: A strange, lovely child—almost 
unearth ly—I can’t explain it. She has come 
here regularly. And now, thinking back, it 
seems as if he m ust always have been watch- \ 
ing and waiting for this Painting, because— ■ 
because it says . . . well, in the same way 
as your life was building up to this . . . well,
I don’t know, Monsieur. . .
EDWARD: A strange, lovely child. And 
The Painting is an expression of w hat’s in her 
soul—and in mine—and the soul of all the 
world. Only we  have a conscious feeling for 
these things—Oh Jacques, I m ust speak with 
her!
JACQUES: I am a simple m an without 
much experience in these m atters, but I 
wonder, Monsieur, if you ought to disturb 
her. Don’t try  to say w hat can’t be said. 
Don’t ask her to say it. The Painting is 
enough for you both.
EDWARD: But communion w ith a painting 
answers nothing! No m atter how much of 
life it may express, it is still an inanim ate ob­
ject, while she and you and I are w arm  living I 
beings! You m ust understand this, Jacques. 
You realize as well as anyone w hat The 
Painting is to me. I ’ve told you how I’ve 
grown w ith it, expanded in mind and spirit. 
You m ust know how I long—I need—to find 
someone who can share all the exaltations 
and the sufferings, the hum anity and the di­
vinity, the outpour of the soul that are in 
The Painting. . . .
JACQUES: You win, Monsieur. I can 
understand that your need is great. Well, 
we will try. (Approaching Lise) Mademoi-
— 14 —
selle, s’il vous plait—un mot. (She turns and 
looks up at them  and ye t beyond them .) 
Mademoiselle, ce bon m onsieur-ci desire ar- 
demmet vous parler. Est-ce que vous l ’ac- 
corderez un petit m oment? (Lise doesn’t 
reply.)
JACQUES: (G ently) Mademoiselle . . . ?
LISE: Ah, oui?
JACQUES: Ce m onsieur desire vous parler 
un peu.
LISE: Moi? De quoi veut-il me parler, 
monsieur?
JACQUES: Au sujet de la Peinture, se vous 
le perm ettrez. . .
LISE: La Peinture? La P ein tu re  . . . mais 
on ne peut pas. . .
EDWARD: Please, Mademoiselle, I—Ask 
her, Jacques. Ask her w hat it is to her. I 
must know—
JACQUES: Mademoiselle, ce m onsieur vous 
demande quelle est la signification de la Pein­
ture pour vous?
LISE: Est-ce qu’on peut jam ais expliquer 
ces choses?
EDWARD: W hat is it Jacques?
JACQUES: She asks if these are things that 
can be explained.
EDWARD: W hat things? Ask her again. 
Just so she says som ething about it—some 
little clue tha t The Pain ting  has given her 
the same depth of insight into—w hat?—the 
meaning of life, the harm ony of the universe, 
the realm  of the soul. . . . Ask her!
J  A C Q U E S: Mademoiselle, voyez-vous 
comme ce gentilhomm e s’im patiente de savoir 
vos pensees. Pouvez-vous . . . Est-ce d ’ail- 
leurs impossible . . . Alors. . .
EDWARD: Go on, Jacques.
JACQUES: Her eyes are so clear, Monsieur. 
They have seen something—
EDWARD: And so have I! How otherwise 
could The Painting be w hat it is? (Going 
past Jacques to kneel in  fron t of Lise.) Look 
into my eyes, Mademoiselle. Look. Do you 
not see tha t I w ant to share those things w ith 
another who understands? No emotion is 
complete unless it is shared—you know that, 
Mademoiselle. Jacques, tell her to look into 
my eyes.
JACQUES: Mademoiselle—
LISE: Je  ne peux pas—
JACQUES: I t ’s as if she fears the  rude in ­
trusion of someone who does not understand.
EDWARD: (In  anguish) Then how can I 
tell her that I do? T hat I am not one to shat­
ter that fragile world. Please help us, Jacques.
JACQUES: Mademoiselle—
LISE: Vous savez, il y a des choses dont il 
ne fau t pas parler. . . .
EDWARD: W hat is she saying, Jacques?
JACQUES: I t’s no use, Monsieur. She says 
there  are things tha t m ustn’t be spoken of.
EDWARD: (Rising and moving away.
Softly:) I see. (He does.)
JACQUES: Monsieur, shall I tell her—?
EDWARD: No, Jacques.
JACQUES: But surely th a t would—
EDWARD: I don’t now . . . .  let me th ink 
for a moment.
JACQUES: As you wish, Monsieur. I did 
my best. (Seeing Edward’s downcast look, 
he says very sincerely:) I ’m sorry, Monsieur.
EDWARD: No, no. Perhaps I do under­
stand a little  better now—about her any­
way. I t’s too aw kw ard—it’s impossible to 
try  to put into words—
JACQUES: W hat, Monsieur?
EDWARD: —what exists only in the soul.
JACQUES: I am an appreciative man, Mon­
sieur, bu t m any things I can never under­
stand . . . Well, I m ust close the building in 
a few m inutes. I have to finish up my work. 
(To Lise) Mademoiselle, on va ferm er bientot. 
Ca fait cinq heures et demie, vous savez . . . 
(Lise doesn’t move. Jacques exits. Edward 
lingers, still staring at the floor in profound  
thought.)
EDWARD: Yes, Jacques . . .  I understand, 
I think, the existence of things I have always 
felt—things that she understands and feels— 
love, compassion and tolerance and spirit­
uality—and that will never be fully expressed 
in words . . . But still we haven’t shared that 
understanding. We m ust still communicate. . 
(Lise slowly rises and picks up her purse to 
go. Edward sees this.)
EDWARD: She has to know that I under­
stand. I will tell her—
(He crosses to stand in fron t of her, blocking 
her way.)
EDWARD: Mademoiselle,
LISE: Je—je dois partir.
EDWARD: Mademoiselle, come. (He leads 
her back in front of The Painting. Gesturing
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to him self and to The Painting.) I . . . am . . 
the artist.
(She doesn’t understand.)
EDWARD: You are right, some things can’t 
be spoken . . . Understanding is not a m atter 
of words . . . .  there is perhaps “no language 
but the language of the heart.”
(He shows her his hands, puts them  to his 
heart, then lifts them  to The Painting, Then  
holds them  out to her again. She touches his
hands. She understands. She speaks some- ] 
w hat in awe and ye t suddenly familiar.)
LISE: Vous etes le peintre?
(He nods, A  long silence while they look at ] 
each other. Then;)
LISE: Alors . . . tu  comprends . . .
EDWARD: Yes . . .  I understand . . . 
(Long pause, Finally they  break their gaze 
and exit on opposite sides of the stage as the  ' 
lights dim  out.)
Poetry
By M ELVIN  W ILK
translated from the German of Georg Trakl
At evening, when the bells peal tranquility ,
I follow the wondrous flights of birds,
Whose long streak disappears in the autum nal clear distance 
Like a holy pilgrim ’s retinue.
W andering back through the tw ilight-filled garden
I dream  of their shining faces
And hardly  notice the hour hand’s melody.
So I follow their journey above the clouds.
There, a breath makes me shudder w ith decay.
The blackbird lam ents in the bare branches.
The red vine tosses in the rusty  trellis
In which, like pale children’s circular dances of death
Round the dark decaying brinks of fountains,
The shivering blue asters bow in the wind.
fiv e  o’clock
Here, it is five o’clock
and the flowers have been torn
from my soul by the roots.
Now the dead five o’clocks, 
lim ited and dark, are redeemed 
for my negative heart.
Thick beer in a dark  pool 
deepens the mahogany bar.
And the surfacing hours 
fall and sink against the brain 
while each flower drowns singly 
in that hour . . . till they are all erased 
by an instantaneous rag clutched by a fleshy 
hand.
No new thing grows
on the scars of flowers
torn from the soul of an hour.
Against tha t hour’s flood
the heart beats steadily restrained. . .
and withholds all blood.
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A rt
By RAND  K. ROBBIN
concerning m y a r t
The works which I have subm itted to 
Venture represent th ree  mediums w ithin  the 
realm of printm aking—lithography, intaglio, 
and woodblock. Each has its own personality. 
Lithography offers the freedom  of draw ing 
on stone; the intaglio process allows the a rtist 
to capture line and tex tu red  areas literally  
embedded in m etal; woodblock has the crisp, 
sharp distinction of being gouged away.
Many lay-people m isunderstand the art 
process. They believe th a t a w ork some­
how “flows” from  the a rtist w ith  little  tim e 
or deliberation. Therefore, it is interesting 
that most of the prin ts which appear on these 
pages have taken weeks to prepare—some are 
not yet completed. W hen one is aw are of the 
tremendous technical involvem ents of p rin t­
making he is more apt to appreciate a fine 
print.
The a rtist today is confronted w ith  special­
ization much as his fellow m an becomes a 
plumber, a surgeon, or a carpenter. In  like 
fashion, the a rtist is a sculptor, a painter, a 
printm aker, or a ceramist. A lthough I special­
ize in painting and printm aking, I am con­
vinced th a t one m ust be capable in all facets 
of art in order to understand those which he 
finds most challenging. For example, a three- 
i dimensional experience in sculpture m ight 
I lend itself beautifully to the successful m a­
nipulation of a two-dimensional painting.
It is easy to go into a rt philosophies, m any 
of which are personal to me and ever-chang­
ing, and most of which w ouldn’t in terest you 
anyway. I would like to close, however, by 
saying that one approaches an understanding 
| of art only if he talks about it, reads about it, 




B y D AN G R A V E LY
Have you seen the gentle cleave 
A billowed cloud will sometimes leave?
Roll on, Roll on, m inds like clouds are free.
Pull on, P u ll on, around the orchards of dreams.
Be proud, Be proud, clouds tu rn  black to storm.
Cowards, w e’re cowards, blinded by the boast of the w hite lance. 





cigaretteBy MILO LA R SE N
M ax’s legs made splashing sounds w hen he 
waded the rest of the distance to shore. He 
still carried the bucket that had kept him  
afloat. He turned  and looked for Willy. The 
moonlight showed W illy lying in the surf. 
Max threw  down the bucket, waded into the 
w ater, grabbed a loop on the life jacket and 
dragged W illy up onto the beach. Then he 
fell down on the sand and lay shivering.
W hen they were rested they crawled up 
the beach and into the brush.
“Would you really have left me out there?” 
Willy asked.
“Why not?”
“W hy?” W illy said. “I thought we were 
friends.”
“You w anted to w ait didn’t you? So go 
ahead and wait. You damn pussies are all 
alike. The m inute the going gets bad, you 
break into ‘N earer My God to Thee,’ or some­
thing. You’re a bunch of worthless bas­
tards.”
“I still th ink we should have w aited in 
the w ater,” Willy said.
“So we’re safer here,” Max said. “I ’ll get 
some brush for a fire.”
“How we going to light it?” W illy asked.
“We’ll get something going,” Max said. He 
walked into the brush.
There was a small clearing beyond the 
brush. A path led from it into the trees. 
Max walked down the path gathering bits of 
brush for a fire. When he reached a bend 
and rounded it, he stopped suddenly, listened 
for a moment, dropped his arm load of brush 
and hurried  back to where Willy sat shiver­
ing.
“Someone’s coming,” he said. “I heard 
voices.”
“I told you we should never come here,” 
Willy said. “We should have w aited in the
water. This place is craw ling w ith enemy 
soldiers. .1 w ish I was back on the ship.”
“Shut up and let me th ink ,” Max said.
“We better give ourselves up before it’s 
too late,” W illy said.
Tinkling of iron against iron and human 
sounds, louder now, came through the under­
brush.
“Shut up. They’ll hear you,” Max whis­
pered. “W hat w e’ll do is lay low ’til they 
pass. Then w e’ll build our fire.”
“Then they’ll find us for sure,” W illy said 
and stood up. “If we give ourselves up now 
it’ll go better for us. A t least we won’t be 
freezing.”
Max jum ped up, grabbed W illy’s sh irt front 
and dumped him  onto the  sand. Then he 
straddled W illy’s chest and clamped a hand 
over W illy’s mouth. He could hear mumbling 
sounds coming from  deep in W illy’s throat. 
Behind him, just beyond the bush, were the 
strange chatterings of foreign voices.
“You stupid little  bastard ,” Max whispered. 
“You’ll get us both killed yet.”
Then w ith a squirm ing and wiggling Willy 
heaved Max over on the sand and pounded 
M ax’s face. Then he jum ped up, ran  out into 
the clearing and stood facing the path.
Six soldiers came around the bend. They 
stopped when they saw the lone shadow on 
the path.
“Hey! I’m Am erican,” Willy shouted. 
“Yankee! U nderstand?” He raised his hands 
above his head.
There was a burst of machine gun fire, and 
the sailor clutched at his stomach. The im­
pact of the bullets grinding their way in sent 
him reeling backwards into the brush.
The machine gunner walked over to the 
bushes, shined a light down into the brush 
and watched the sailor’s body. Then he
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squatted and rifled the  sailor’s pockets. He 
put Willy’s soggy w orn w allet in his jacket 
pocket, flashed the light into the bushes and 
returned to the group of soldiers.
Something was said, everyone laughed, and 
the machine gunner stood aside near a tree 
while the others m arched up the path. He 
unrolled a blanket, w rapped it around his 
body, sat down, and leaned against the tree 
trunk.
Max crept from the brush and w alked out 
onto the beach tow ards the w ater. W hen he 
found the bucket he filled it full of damp 
sand and w ent into the brush. He felt his 
way along the path  to w here the shooting 
had taken place. He could see the  huddled 
shadow of the soldier blending w ith the tree, 
the head tilted  forward.
He inched his way around the tree until 
he was in front of the soldier. The soldier 
was huddled in the folds of the blanket. Max 
let the bucket swing far out behind and 
brought it around in a wide arc.
At that moment the soldier moved and 
raised his head. A m atch flared in front of 
his face; he was lighting a cigarette. He 
studied M ax’s dark  shadow and squinted his 
eyes to see. He opened his m outh to speak. 
His head was crushed against the tree.
Max wrenched the blanket from  the dead 
man, wrapped it around his body and huddled 
there for awhile w atching the dead soldier.
Then he stood up and hurried  over and 
entered the brush. He squatted down by 
Willy and felt for a pulse. He could feel one 
beating faintly inside the man. He took the 
blanket and draped it over Willy.
“I don’t  w ant to go to w ork today, Maw,” 
Willy mumbled. His eyes popped open. “Be­
sides i t’s still dark. Maw? Maw!”
“It’s me,” Max said.
“Oh,” Willy said. “I was only dream ing.”
Max left the brush and hurried  back to 
the dead soldier. He propped the body up 
against the tree. The body was cold and 
beginning to get rigid. Max removed the 
ammunition belt and rum m aged through the 
jacket and pants pockets and found the damp 
wallet, the flashlight, some wooden matches, 
and a crum pled package of cigarettes.. He 
gathered all the items together, picked up 
the machine gun and hurried  back to the 
brush.
“Let’s see how you’re fixed,” Max said. He 
lifted the blanket and shined the light down
on the wounded m an’s midsection. The 
ripped and riddled shirt was coated w ith 
purplish oozing blood clots. Max swallowed 
and let the light go out.
“I th ink I ’m dying,” W illy said. “Am I 
dying Max? I feel funny.”
“I don’t know yet,” Max said. He moved 
down by W illy’s feet.
“I had my hands up in the air. W hy’d they 
shoot? W here you going? You ain’t going 
to leave m e?”
“No. I won’t leave,” Max said, squeezing 
W illy’s ankle. “Feel th a t?” he asked.
“No. I can’t feel anything,” Willy said. 
“I aint even cold anymore. Do you think 
I’m dying?”
“No,” Max said. “You ain’t dying.” He 
picked up the package of cigarettes and put 
one between his lips. “W ant a smoke?” 
“Maybe later,” Willy said. “W here’d you 
get all that stuff anyw ay?”
“Off an enemy. I caved in his head.” 
“W hy?”
“I don’t know,” Max said. “It seemed like 
the thing to do. H ere’s your w allet.” He 
lifted the blanket and shoved the w allet into 
a pocket.
Then he sat down on the sand and explored 
the weapon. This was the first time he had 
touched an autom atic weapon. Once in the 
naval train ing center he had seen one oper­
ate. He found and operated the mechanism 
that released the amm unition magazine, 
dumped the magazine on the sand and re­
loaded from the am m unition belt tha t lay 
near.
“I thought I saw something out there just 
now,” Willy said.
Max turned and looked. “W here?” he said. 
“I don’t see anything.”
“It looked like light from an open hatch 
door,” W illy said.
Max took the flashlight and sent the letters 
SOS for a few minutes. Then he stopped 
sending and waited for an answer. No answer 
came. A frown filled his face.
“They don’t answer my distress signal,” he 
said. “You sure you saw something?” 
“Sure I’m sure. Maybe they can’t see our 
light,” Willy said.
“I don’t know.”
“Maybe they think w e’re some Chinamen 
playing a big joke,” Willy said.
“Some joke,” Max said. He flashed the 
message, SHIP MINED TWO SURVIVORS
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ONE CRITICALLY WOUNDED REQUEST 
ASSISTANCE. He sent the message twice 
and sat back.
Far out on the sea a light began winking 
at him. He sat erect and studied the light 
for a long while as it blinked on and off. He 
sent an acknowledgement and lodged the 
flashlight in a pile of sand.
“They’re sending a boat and need a light 
for bearings,” he said.
“W hat was tha t?” W illy said.
“W hat was w hat?”
“That noise just now! Didn’t you hear it?” 
Willy said.
“You’re imagining things,” Max said. He 
listened. He heard nothing. But then some 
sounds came through the night air, hum an 
sounds and m etal tinkling against metal. The 
sounds were growing louder.
Max picked up the submachine gun and 
moved close to the edge of the brush, so he 
could see into the clearing. He placed the am­
m unition belt beside him, took out some extra  
ammunition. He placed one knee in the sand, 
the stock of the weapon agrinst his shoulder 
and steadied the muzzle by resting his left 
elbow on his upright knee.
Five soldiers came around a bend in the 
path. They were laughing and pushing 
each other. They entered the clearing and 
approached the dead soldier who was propped 
up against the tree. One laughed and spoke 
to the dead soldier. W hen no answer came, 
he spoke again and kicked the dead soldier’s 
foot.
Max pressed the trigger, the machine gave 
one long burst of fire, the stock jum ped 
back against his shoulder and ham m ered him 
onto his back on the sand. He stood up then 
and, forcing the machine down, fired until 
the last empty shell was spit out.
He reloaded and ran through the smoke 
into the clearing. He could see three squirm ­
ing shadows lying on the ground. He fired 
short blasts into each body and ran on into 
the underbrush; he was following the noises 
of the escaping soldiers. He found one craw l­
ing on his stomach in the brush. He shot 
into the brush and the soldier stopped mov­
ing. He reloaded and ran down the path.
Something tore through his thigh and he 
fell, sliding on his side, and turning onto his 
back. A second shot went into a nearby tree 
showering him w ith bark. A th ird  and a 
fourth came flicking through the leaves and
branches, just above his head, whining their I 
way into trees farther inland. He turned 1 
onto his stomach and could see the quick 1 
sparks of light through the brush. He aimed, 
fired, and the sparks w ent out.
He got to his feet, hobbled over to the dead 
soldier and riddled the body w ith bullets. 
W hen the weapon was empty, he hobbled 
back to the brush from w here he had come, j
He sat down on the sand, picked up the 
flashlight and inspected the wound. It was 
dirty; blood was oozing out through the small 
cracks in the caked sand. He tu rned  off the ■ 
light.
“I can see the running lights now,” Willy 
said. “I can hear the m otor too.” He coughed. 
“Jesus but I’m weak,” he said. “I’m glad 
it’ll be over soon.”
The boat came in and stopped suddenly 
when the bow ran  aground. Sailors with 
machine guns and rifles jum ped down from 
the boat, waded ashore, and stood around 
watching the brush along the beach. Three 
men ran  up the beach to the brush where 
the two men sat.
A stretcher was set down, and the blanket 
was taken from the wounded man. The offi­
cer examined W illy and shook his head.
“Well. We have to move him anyway,” 
the officer said and the three men prepared 
to lift Willy.
Max jum ped up and w ent around where 
he could see w hat was happening. “Watch 
it you guys,” he said. “Som ething’s wrong 
w ith his back.”
One sailor handed Max a blanket.
“W rap up in this, and get in the boat,” he 
said. “And don’t point that thing in my face.”
Max looked down and saw that he still 
carried the em pty machine gun. He threw 
it into the brush.
The wounded man was lifted from  the 
sand. The clean blanket was placed over 
him, and the stretcher was lifted and carried 
hastily towards the boat. Max hobbled along 
behind.
The boat was headed out to sea. They 
were in the bottom; Willy on the stretcher; 
Max sitting beside him. Max w ithdrew  the 
dead soldier’s package of cigarettes. There 
were two left. He lighted one and put it 
between W illy’s lips. He was lighting his 
own when he saw W illy’s face in the flare
(Continued on page twenty-five)
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relief . r
before r. ,Finals
B y W ILBU R WOOD
It was the Friday m orning before w inter 
term final exam week at the U., and the  day 
dawned cold and misty. I t had snowed the 
previous day, and there  was ice on the streets. 
Bunky was awakened by Pete in the Siberia 
of the fra tern ity  house.
“C’mon, Bunker, get your big bod outa 
bed. You gotta eight-o’clock and i t’s 7:30.” 
Bunky mumbled thanks to Pete  and turned  
over to catch a few more winks.
“Bunky!” Pete was persistent. Persistent 
Pete. Goddamnit, w hy couldn’t he have 
forgotten to get me up.
“You gotta m ake your eight-o’clock the 
last day of classes,” Pete said.
Bunky suddenly rem em bered tha t he 
should feel miserable, since he had gone out 
drinking last night to celebrate—something. 
Oh yeah, G ary’s tw enty-first. Congratula­
tions Gary old fella, now you’re in the 21 
Club and you can buy your own, old buddy. 
I don’t have to lend you my ID’s anymore. 
“Aw go away Pete, I’m sick.”
“Bunky, dammit, i t ’s 20 to 8.”
“Aw, hell, Okay, Pete fella, I heard  you 
the tenth  time. I’m getting up, boy, just 
watch me. . . . Jesus H. Christ, it’s colder 
than a sonuvabitch outside of th a t electric 
blanket . . . damn! w here are those slip­
pers? . . . Hey Pete! W hat tim e’d you say 




Hey man, guess who got three big letters 
today. The big stud, Bunker, who else? 
Yeah, well, ju st a few of my fans, you know. 
Can’t keep ’em away.
Dearest Bunky,
The last few weeks have been so boring
and uneventful tha t I didn’t think you’d w ant 
to hear about my dull activities. The team  
sure could use you back on it again. They’ve 
lost their last three in a row now. Being a 
cheerleader, it’s hard  for us to keep up the 
spirit when the team  just keeps losing.
Studies are really a drag. My teachers 
are so boring. I m ight actually get a C in 
Chemistry.
Oh yes, I ’m a candidate for Blue and Gold 
Ball queen, Bunky, and L arry  asked me a 
long tim e ago. I ju st didn’t know that you’d 
be coming home th a t weekend. . . .
So tha t was it. L ittle Diane w ants to keep 
me on a string. Hell, these back-home ro­
mances never work out. She knew damn 
well that weekend was spring break. God­
damn it. Now w hat will I do when I get 
home and she has a date w ith Larry? I ’ll 
have to w rite her the big break-up letter, I 
guess. W hat would M urph and the guys 
think unless I could tell them  that she’s going 
w ith L arry  because I split it up w ith her? 
She’s not gonna string me along. . . .
Hi Bunk—
How’s the fratern ity  basketball coming? 
You wrote tha t your house was in th ird  place 
w ith a chance to tie for second if you won 
the next game. Still scoring points like you 
did at old LHS?
Snooky looked pretty  good the other night 
the last few m inutes against Clayton. He’s 
practicing every night now w ith the varsity 
—coming along pretty  sharp for a sophomore, 
coach says. He scored three points the other 
night, but Clayton won 64-57.
We dressed Snooky up for the dance last 
weekend. He looked pretty  sharp in that 
dark  suit and striped tie. It looks like Ma 
and I haven’t got any little boys anymore—
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w ith you towering over me and Snooky just 
as big as me.
The people from Franklin  have been sound­
ing me out again to help out w ith the district 
tournam ent there in two weeks. I told them  
I’d have to th ink it over. I ’ve helped w ith 
tha t thing for the last six years, but I may 
not be able to swing it this year w hat w ith 
the old job situation so uncertain.
W rite and let me know how you’re making 
out and if you need anything. Good luck on 
finals. W e’ll see you in about a week. Hope 
you have better luck this quarter than  last 
time.
We got to w ait up for our little  m onster 
tomorrow night. There’s another dance, and 
he’ll be walking his date home. Next year 
w e’ll try  to swing a car for him, but I don’t 
know.
Pop
P.S.—Don’t forget your m other’s b irthday 
March 15.
The same old once-a-month le tter from 
Pop. W onder w hat he m eant about the job 
situation. I t ’d be a shame if they didn’t let 
him  off a t the post office this year for the 
tournam ent. They always did before.
Big deal. The other le tte r’s a cleaning bill. 
Oh well, it sounds good to say I got three 
letters.
No, I don’t think I ’ll study tonight, Willie. 
I’m going to relieve a few tensions before 
final week. Go into it all relaxed, you know.
Yeah, I made every class this morning, 
Pete.
Hey, we having soup again for lunch? How 
m any days does tha t make in a row for soup?
Taking out Judy tomorrow night. Yeah, 
Charity Ball. W hat do you m ean “the whip 
cracks,” Allie? You should talk. W hat’re 
you doin’ tonight? Oh sure—studying. S tudy­
ing Female Anatomy 242 by moonlight.
Hey Sherm, you need a double for the Ball
tomorrow n----- ? You got one. Yeah, I got
an empty car, except for Judy and me.
No—I haven’t got any afternoon classes. 
W ant to tip  a few before suppertim e? Sounds 
good. Yeah, I can buy it for you.
There’s the bell for lunch.
SATURDAY, MARCH 7
Yeah Judy, it did shake me up—quite a bit. 
See I knew this lady pretty  well. No, I 
don’t know why she would have committed 
suicide. Ju st got the le tter from m other to­
day. Yeah, she ran  her car off the road, but 
tha t didn’t work so she took a shotgun to 
herself. Yeah, i t ’s horrible. Kinda shook me 
up. She was the librarian. Real pretty. 
Had two kids. Yeah, big scandal. I t ’ll shake 
the town for weeks.
You gotta study all day? Okay, I have a 
few things on my m ind—just w anted to talk 
to somebody—but I guess I ’ll see you tonight. 
Pick you up at 8:00, all right?
Dear Charles,
Long time no le tter so I was glad to hear 
from you. Thank you so much for the lovely 
birthday present you sent me. Now I am 
75 years old and some days I feel like it. But 
I get out each day for a walk, not a long one 
however when ’tis below zero and icy. I am 
so much better off than  m any my age, I have 
no right to complain.
Your m other sent me a nice box of sta­
tionery. I am using this for your note. I 
spent my birthday right here at home. But 
I had several cards and letters.
I hope your tests w ill go all right. More 
and more we read about kids who quit school 
and cannot find jobs. Too bad they cannot 
realize education is so very im portant nowa­
days. Machines are throw ing so m any out 
of work, so a diploma and job is necessary.
We really had more snow this year so I 
hope we will not have another drought this 
summer. We could use more moisture but 
I hope no more below-zero weather.
I have just been listening to the radio ac­
count of a dreadful plane disaster in New 
York—95 killed. And all these tragic auto­
mobile accidents—speed and drinking. The 
papers and the radio are filled w ith disasters 
every day.




SUNDAY MORNING, MARCH 8 — 1:00 
A.M.
Had another fight w ith Judy. “Can’t you 
just kiss me, Bunky?” she says. Hell, she 
always gets prudish after a pre-function—not 
like any other girl I ’ve taken out. Wonder 
how much is left in th a t bottle. I ’ll go back 
to the house and see if anyone’d like to help 
me kill it.
♦ * sic
Hell, everybody’s worked up over finals.
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I don’t know w hy somebody couldn’t come 
with me. D rinkin’ a little  now would help 
relax them. I ’ll ju st drive out and kill it 
myself. . . .
# * *
Jesus, everything seems to have h it the ol’ 
kid all at once—final week, that damn suicide 
at home, Diane, fight w ith Judy. W onder 
why nobody w anted to come finish off this 
whiskey?
Oh to hell w ith it.
Christ! I ’m going p re tty  fast. W onder 
what they’d th ink  if I smashed this car up 
and got killed. Ju d y ’d feel kinda bad. Diane 
would break up completely. My folks . . . 
God, mom’d die. The guys’d kinda sober up, 
too. . . .
That’s w hat I need to do, damn it. Sober 
up. God, th a t kinda th inking’s childish. Oh 
God, Bunky, how juvenile can you get: 
wouldn’t mommy feel bad if little  Bunky 
were to die now? Jesus H. Christ!
Oh hell, slow down, Bunky. I forgot about 
this damn curve up here. I t ’s a bastard. Oh, 
Christ, the road’s icier ’n hell I can’t slow 
this sonuvabitch down. I ’m skidding. . . .
lullaby
B y LA U LETTE  H A N SE N
Lullaby, my baby,
Safe let the tired  world close;
You’ve got ten perfect fingers,
Ten tiny perfect toes.
Your father turns the moon around, 
And makes the oceans rise;
He plays a little  guessing game 
With little  nuclear dies.
Lullaby, my little  one,
Now let your eyelids dream  
How the fish swim in the heavens; 
The stars crowd in the stream .
Your father is a scientist 
W ith kind blue eyes;
And w hen Daddy comes home,
one of these nights
He’ll bring you a surprise.
last cigarette
(Continued from page twenty-two)
from  the match. The features softened, the 
neck muscles relaxed and the head slowly 
turned  onto its side. The cigarette fell from 
purple lips and hissed out in the bilge water. 
The m atch w ent out and Max dropped his 
cigarette into the bilge.
W illy’s face was covered, and the officer 
turned  to Max and began cutting the pants 
leg w ith a scissor.
“C igarette?” the officer asked.
“L ater,” Max said. “Maybe later.”
MILTON


















The stage is set to represent the out of 
doors. Trees and hushes are here and there. 
The tim e is midafternoon.
As the play begins, no one is on stage. The 
sounds of battle emerge from  off-stage. Zeus 
and Apollo enter rapidly. They are both 
dressed in togas.
ZEUS: (Puffing, leaning on a tree.) Umph! 
Devilish machinery!
APOLLO: (Following a fresh burst of gun­
fire.) Damned noisy, anyway. (He produces 
a package of cigarettes and looks for a place 
to strike a match.)
ZEUS: One may give these—um ph—people 
full credit for inventive genius. But they 
have neither the simplicity of the stone axe 
nor the rom antic beauty of the well-thrown 
spear.
APOLLO: (Blowing smoke at Zeus.) Yeah, 
well, it’ll all be over before long.
ZEUS: Yes. You know, it will be peace­
ful for a change—no people to keep in line 
and punish, no prayers to listen to—I’m going 
on a nice long vacation.
By M A R Y  CLEARM AN
APOLLO: But don’t you ever feel a chal­
lenge? Don’t you ever w ant to try  again and 
do better?
ZEUS: Challenge? Nonsense. I ’m  too old 
to either chase their women or patch up their 
quarrels. W hat I need is a hot bath  with 
epsom salts and a nice, soft bed.
APOLLO: But ju st think! A nother time, 
you and m ankind together m ight even achieve 
world peace eventually.
ZEUS: Why bother? I t ’ll be peaceful 
enough shortly, after th a t biggest bomb goes 
off.
APOLLO: But—
ZEUS: And it can’t be done, you know. 
I t’s hum an natu re  to disagree. I t doesn’t 
m atter w hat kind of a religion you set up, 
somebody gripes. If you’re strict, they com­
plain because they w ant more freedom. If 
you’re lenient, they w ant strictness—and 
have a P uritan  movement to prove their 
point. Fight, fight, fight. T hat’s all I ’ve 
heard for the last several thousand years, and 
now I w ant to go home and go to bed.
APOLLO: Oh, come on! Ju st because you 
didn’t have any luck—
ZEUS: I didn’t have any luck! I didn’t 
have any luck, Buddha didn’t have any luck, 
Moses didn’t have any luck, Christ didn’t 
have any luck—
APOLLO: But you m ight let me try!
ZEUS: Mohammed didn’t have any luck,
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Zoroaster d idn’t have any luck, the  G reat 
White F ather d idn’t have any luck—
APOLLO: But th a t doesn’t  m ean I couldn’t 
do well! I ’d have a religion founded on 
beauty, on light and tru th ! T here’d be no 
more violence.
ZEUS: H um ans like to be violent. They 
wouldn’t be one b it happy. Come along. My 
feet hurt.
APOLLO: Oh, Zeus! A t least le t me try! 
Think how quiet i t ’ll be w ith  no humans!
ZEUS: Yes. Heavenly.
APOLLO: Pick me out a few, ju st for the 
experim ent’s sake. I ’m sure I can succeed.
ZEUS: W ell—fools rush  in. I suppose 
there’s only one w ay for you to learn. W ill 
any few do?
APOLLO: Yes, any w ill do. A fter all, if 
they tu rn  out to be a little  difficult, the  end 
result w ill ju st be th a t m uch m ore w orth ­
while.
ZEUS: Oh, hang it all! And I suppose 
I’ll have to stay w ith  you, ju st to m ake sure 
you don’t tangle yourself up too badly. But 
remember, it’s your project.
APOLLO: Don’t be so gloomy, Pop! Pick 
me out about four, I think. Then, after the 
last bomb goes off, and th e re ’s no one around 
to get in the way, I ’ll s ta rt w orking w ith  
them.
ZEUS: Have it your own way. (He turns  
to audience.) W ill this one do? And this 
one?
APOLLO: Fine.
ZEUS: And th is one?
APOLLO: Fine, fine.
ZEUS: And—here’s one over here. Now 
just rem em ber—don’t come com plaining to 
me.
APOLLO: Don’t w orry  your pate, Pop.
ZEUS: I only hope you’re satisfied.
APOLLO: Oh, I ’m sure it w ill work.
ZEUS: I t ’ll be the first time.
APOLLO: Oh, oh, Zeus. I th ink  i t’s com­
ing. We better take cover. ( He starts of f ­
stage, leaving Zeus looking apprehensively  
in the direction from  w hich  they  came.) 
Hurry up, Dad. you’ll singe your toga. 
(Alarmed, Zeus scurries o ff behind Apollo, 
i tripping over his toga. A t  the m inute they  
leave the stage, the lights go off, along 
w ith a loud explosion and a brilliant red 
flash. In a few  seconds, the lights come 
I back on. Prudence enters.)
PRUDENCE: W hat place is this? W hat
am I doing here? For tha t m atter, who am 
I? (Jerry enters behind her, carrying a set 
of bongo drums.)
JE R R Y : For some reason, I have this nerv­
ous idea, like I was standing on cement, man. 
Strange. (He sees Prudence.) Oh, hello, 
baby.
PRUDENCE: Gracious.
JERRY: Mmn. Nervous. (He begins to 
circle the tree to get a better look at her. 
Prudence also begins to circle, keeping the  
tree betw een them , clutching at her skirt.)
PRUDENCE: Keep away!
JERRY: And so friendly are the natives!
PRUDENCE: Now—look here. I don’t
know who I am, or w here I am, or w hat I ’m 
doing here, but I know a young m an when 
I see one!
JERRY: The hell you say. I guess you’re 
female, a t tha t—I guess.
PRUDENCE: Well!
JERRY: Like w hat’s your name?
PRUDENCE: That is im pertinence, young 
m an—but to tell the tru th , I don’t know!
JERRY: I don’t know who I am, either. 
Dam nedest thing, isn’t it? (He pulls out a 
package of cigarettes.) Smoke?
PRUDENCE: Oh, I never smoke!
JERRY: How do you know?
PRUDENCE: Why, th a t’s right. How do 
I know I don’t smoke? Maybe I do. (She  
gingerly puts a cigarette about half-way into 
her m outh.)
JERRY: T hat’s not how—
PRUDENCE: (Talking around the ciga­
rette, like a gangster.) How do you know? 
(Jerry holds a m atch for her, and she gets 
it going, despite a violent coughing f it  and a 
giraffe-like position in order not to get too 
close to Jerry. Zeus and Apollo enter, tip ­
toeing.)
APOLLO: Get down! They’ll see us! (To­
gether they  crouch, not very  w ell concealed, 
behind a biLsh. Zeus is having im m ense  
trouble w ith  his toga, w hich keeps catching 
on things and coming unwound.)
ZEUS: Well? Are they fighting yet?
APOLLO: Oh, they seem to be getting 
along splendidly.
ZEUS: Oh, my feet, my feet. I hope you’re 
tired  of this soon. (He begins to take off his 
shoes.)
APOLLO: T here’s two of them  out there, 
and here comes another. (Natalie enters.)
NATALIE: Well, nice to see somebody out
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in the bushes besides me! I was beginning 
to th ink I was alone in the world! (She  
bounces up to Jerry, looks him  over, jeels his 
muscles, considers his shoulders, and exam ­
ines first one profile and then the other.)
APOLLO: W here on earth  did she come 
from?
ZEUS: She was on her way from a fresh­
man girls’ dorm itory to the dean of wom en’s 
office. (He has his shoes off and is tenderly  
nursing his feet.)
APOLLO: I’ll just stay here un til the other 
one shows up and I see w hat I have to work 
with.
PRUDENCE: (Staring at Natalie.) Do you 
know who you are?
NATALIE: No, don’t believe I’ve had the 
pleasure.
JERRY: Crazy. N either have we.
NATALIE: Oh, well, probably none of us 
are very im portant, anyway.
PRUDENCE: You know, I believe I’ll call 
myself Prudence. I feel so at loose ends, 
w ithout a name.
NATALIE: Well, Prudence fits you fine, 
fine, fine!
PRUDENCE: I do not like your implica­
tions!
JERRY: Ladies!
ZEUS: Miserable women, fighting already! 
(Addressing his feet) You poor things, I ’ll 
get you into hot epsom salts as soon as I can.
NATALIE: Why, if you’re going to take 
my innocent little rem ark that way—
PRUDENCE: Innocent! W hat were you 
before you came here, anyway? (As the girls 
glare at each other, they circle sideways 
around Jerry, much like boxers waiting for 
an opening.)
NATALIE: Ah, ah, ah! We don’t know, 
you know—
PRUDENCE: But I can just imagine!
JERRY: (Trying to get out from  between  
them .) Like pity the innocent bystander, 
girls!
NATALIE: (Catching his belt as he at­
tem pts to duck out from  between them .) 
W ait a minute, wait a minute.
JERRY: Oh, no, I ’m young and tender, 
woman!
NATALIE: All the better to—
PRUDENCE: But he’s mine, I saw him 
first! As long as he conducts himself prop­
erly, that is.
NATALIE: Oh, I’ll take him improperly.
JERRY : Ladies, you’re too far out for me!
PRUDENCE: He’s mine, I tell you! I ’m 
certain that w ith a little  care he’ll respond 
nicely to—better ways.
NATALIE: Now, look here, Prue. I t’s too 
bad there aren’t enough men to go around, 
but—(Roger enters.)
PRUDENCE: H ere’s another man.
NATALIE: If you can call it a man.
ZEUS: Well, here’s your final specimen.
APOLLO: Specimen is right!
JERRY: Flee while you can, my friend, 
the women are prowling the bushes in search 
of mates.
PRUDENCE: Oh, ugh! How can you be 
so vulgar?
NATALIE: I don’t suppose you know who 
you are?
ROGER: N aturally  not! I haven’t been 
classified yet!
APOLLO: W here in hell did you dig him 
up?
ZEUS: Don’t be scornful. He m ay sur­
prise you.
APOLLO: But he’s so—so puny!
ZEUS: Well, as a m atter of fact, things 
were so hurried  tha t there w asn’t much time 
to choose. But he seems to be a leader.
ROGER: Well, w hat have you accom­
plished so far?
NATALIE: Accomplished?
JERRY: Both dealers have been fighting 
over the deck.
ROGER: There is much to do. A state to 
organize, controls to establish—
PRUDENCE: Who are you going to con­
trol?
NATALIE: How come?
ROGER: We are the first inhabitants of 
this earth. It falls to us to draw  up the 
institutions that will guide our descendents 
throughout eternity—and to arrange for the 
descendents.
JERRY: (A fter a brief hush.) Crazy.
NATALIE: How’d you arrive at all this 
jazz? This first inhabitant business, now. 
W hat gives?
ROGER: It is very unlikely that four peo­
ple suffering from  amnesia would all be 
brought together at once, isn’t it?
NATALIE: Well—I suppose so.
ROGER: And there is no one else around 
for us to have stemmed from, is there?
NATALIE: No.
ROGER: Obviously, then, we are the first.
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We m ust now form some m anner of defense—
ROGER: Ourselves! Who knows w hat evil 
lurks here and there, ju st w aiting to keep us 
from reproducing? W hy, it m ay be tha t some 
one among us is subversive enough to w ar­
rant the establishm ent of reading rooms—
APOLLO: Reading rooms! Now I see
where you found him!
ROGER: And for the good of our budding 
new society, we m ust establish our perm anent 
mating patterns.
APOLLO: M ating patterns!
PRUDENCE: No. No. No.
NATALIE: Talk about progressive.
APOLLO: But he can’t do that!
ZEUS: Well, after all, the m ain purpose of 
life is to reproduce.
APOLLO: But this is so unpoetic! P e r­
manent m ating patterns! W here is the beauty, 
the zest—
■ ROGER: Of course, the  advantages are 
apparent.
PRUDENCE: They are?
ROGER: Set m ating seasons w ill produce 
an annual crop of children uniform  of ages, 
which w ill sim plify the problem s of edu­
cating them. N aturally, they w ill be brought 
up collectively, which w ill elim inate all prob­
lems arising from  varied social backgrounds. 
The repressions of one w ill be the  repressions 
of all.
APOLLO: Zeus! Zeus! We can’t le t this 
go on!
ZEUS: Well, now, if it was b irth  control 
he was advocating, I can see w here we m ight 
take a stand, bu t—
APOLLO: But som ething’s got to be done. 
I can’t stand by and see this kind of a ttitude 
toward the poetically beautifu l in life. (He 
comes out from  behind his bush and goes 
toward the four humans.)
ZEUS: Well, good luck—and do hurry . 
(He leans back on one elbow, squirm ing to 
get into a comfortable position.)
NATALIE: This all sounds very  in terest­
ing, but—
i ROGER: You object?
L NATALIE: I t ’s just the form ality—it kind 
t of spoils the fun.
APOLLO: (Coming to stand between
them .) She’s absolutely right. T hat is, to a 
degree, because I would substitu te “beauty” 
| for “fun,” but basically, I completely agree. 
You simply can’t go about th is reproduction
process in such a cold way.
NATALIE: My God! W hat a gorgeous 
man! W here did you come from? How could 
I have missed you? (She circles him, taking  
in all his good points.)
APOLLO: (Edging nervously away from  
Natalie.) Don’t you see? This new life m ust 
be based on artistic  tru th .
ROGER: This is a business which m ust be 
taken in utm ost seriousness.
APOLLO: Of course but—
ROGER: The fu ture  of our society depends 
on our attitudes. I t is our duty to organize 
our actions and ideals so tha t we bring up—
NATALIE: A dull world. Who do you 
belong to, anyway, handsome?
ROGER: Who are you, for th a t m atter?
APOLLO: Why, I am Apollo, and I—
NATALIE: Apollo who?
APOLLO: Why, just Apollo. Now to begin 
with, I—
ROGER: Never heard  of you. Now. My 
plan will be: A. More efficient. B. More 
democratic. C. Easier to operate. D. More 
hygienic. E. Less—
NATALIE: I don’t see w hat’s health ier 
about m aking love in batches.
ROGER: We m ay as well s ta rt today. We 
can w ork out the details—
NATALIE: W hile we w ait for the first 
annual crop to arrive.
APOLLO: Listen to me, won’t you? We 
can’t have this!
NATALIE: I agree w ith you. In  fact, I 
th ink  I ’ll be completely satisified w ith you, 
and I ’m so glad you feel the same way.
APOLLO: No, no, I didn’t m ean that. I 
m ean—th a t is—love should be a beautiful 
thing. The poetry is spoiled when you con­
fine it to a plan.
ROGER: Nonsense. For the good of our 
society—
PRUDENCE: Personally, I th ink  this is 
all a scheme on your part to get w hat you’re 
really  after.
APOLLO: Why—why, yes, tha t it, w hat 
I ’m really  after is—
PRUDENCE: And tha t m ight be all right 
for you, bu t for a woman it would be a fate 
worse than death.
APOLLO: But—but. (He turns to Nata­
lie.) . You see the virtues of my plan, don’t 
you?
NATALIE: (Tugging at his toga.) When
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do we start?  (Apollo turns to Jerry, but 
Jerry has sat down in a corner and is adjust­
ing his bongo drums.)
APOLLO: Well, now, to begin. F irst of 
all, relaxation—
ROGER: Relaxation! This is a business of 
utm ost seriousness! A lighthearted attitude 
is completely out of keeping.
APOLLO: Nonsense!
ROGER: W atch your language, fellow! It 
may be necessary to assign a security detail 
to you. You are talking to your leader, re ­
member.
APOLLO: You rem em ber tha t you are 
talking to your god.
PRUDENCE: God? You aren’t God. God 
has a long w hite beard and rides on a cloud.
ROGER: The m an’s mad.
NATALIE: Oh, well, crazy or sane, he’s a 
handsome hunk of man.
ROGER: Hey, you over there. (Address­
ing Jerry, who is fiddling w ith  his drums.) 
Do you know a god when you see one?
JERRY : God is a spirit inherent w ithin  the 
individual, functioning entirely  w ithin  the 
individual, and completely dependent upon 
the will of the individual. W ithout the indi­
vidual, there can be no god.
ROGER: You see? You can’t be a god. 
You aren’t inherent w ithin an individual, you 
don’t function entirely  w ithin  an individual, 
and you aren’t completely dependent upon the 
will of the individual. Now I suggest you 
re-define your values and see if you don’t 
change your mind. W ithout an individual, 
there can be no god. There are no individuals 
here, only a group.
APOLLO: You idiot, I am a god! Don’t you 
see my toga, the symbol of—
ROGER: Ha! T hat d irty  bedsheet? We 
haven’t established an insane asylum as yet, 
but—
NATALIE: Oh, no, don’t commit him. I’ll 
take perfectly good care of him.
ROGER: Are you exactly qualified as a 
guardian?
NATALIE: Don’t worry! I won’t  let any­
one else near him.
PRUDENCE: Ju st don’t let him  near any­
one else.
APOLLO: Please, won’t you believe me?
NATALIE: Never mind, baby. L et’s go to 
the bushes!
APOLLO: No, no—
NATALIE: Don’t resist, i t ’s no use.
1
APOLLO: Zeus! Zeus, for God’s sake, 1 
help!
ZEUS: (Hissing from  behind his bush.) 1 
Quiet, you fool! Keep quiet! I told you I ’d j 
have no part in this tomfoolery.
ROGER: Look, another one! Come out of j 
there, you!
NATALIE: A nother man! But no, too 'jm uch belly. You’re  m uch better.
ZEUS: (Retreating not very  gracefully, J
hampered by his toga.) Hands off, young 
m an Stop! Get away! Get away! (Roger 
collars him  on his last words.) J
ROGER: Get control of yourself, fellow. 
Now w hat w ere you up to, spying on us?
ZEUS: I was not spying, you im pertinent, 
irresponsible, degenerate—
ROGER: Subversive. No question about it.
ZEUS: I won’t stand for this!
ROGER: He’s probably try ing  to under­
m ine our m ating procedures.
ZEUS: You unaccountable humans! It 
makes no difference to me if you w ant to 
m ake love singly or in pairs!
ROGER: You see? H e’s against group 
creativity. We m ust begin to circulate pam­
phlets w arning against him.
ZEUS: Young man, do you know who I 
am?
ROGER: Yes. You’re  a silly old m an who , 
is overweight, and you will probably develop 
heart trouble if you don’t cut down on your 
eating habits.
ZEUS: I am Zeus, king of the gods.
NATALIE: Two of them —absolutely mad.
APOLLO: You’re not interested in a mad­
man, are you?
NATALIE: It doesn’t m ake any difference 
to me how m ad you are.
APOLLO: Woman, you destroy the very 
poetic essence of the m om ent w hen you insist 
on being the aggressor.
NATALIE: Don’t w orry about poetry,
baby. L et’s snuggle.
APOLLO: Oh, please!
ZEUS: M iserable pack of fools! Can’t let 
a god go home and soak his feet, even when 
he’s been on his feet for ninety-seven years 
straight, now! Can’t you understand? We’re 
gods! W e’re high above you humans.
PRUDENCE: Nonsense.
ZEUS: I m ean—that is to say—oh, bosh! 
Apollo, you dream ed up this ridiculous circus
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in the first place, and you can m anage it from  
here. If I ’m not a god, I ’m  not a god. It 
makes little  difference to me.
ROGER: Ah! You’re responding nicely.
APOLLO: But I ’m not! T hat is, I w on’t! 
I am a god, w hether any of you choose to 
believe me or not!
PRUDENCE: Don’t you th ink  th a t I ’m go­
ing to listen. This god business is ju st an­
other scheme to take advantage of a defense­
less girl.
ROGER: W hat good is it going to do you 
to be a god if no one believes in you?
NATALIE: Cheer up, sweetie. (She strokes 
his arm lovingly.)
PRUDENCE: W hoever heard  of seeing a 
god?
APOLLO: Well, th ere ’s Leda, for example, 
or Europa—right, Zeus?
ZEUS: Yes, indeed! Oh, of course, tha t 
was in my younger days—
PRUDENCE: Never heard  of them.
ROGER: (To Jerry.) W here are those fel­
lows supposed to be from?
JERRY: (Engrossed w ith  his bongos.)
From Greece.
ROGER: Greece. And w hy aren’t  you 
speaking Greek?
APOLLO: You couldn’t understand us if 
we spoke in Greek.
PRUDENCE: I ’d like to hear some Greek. 
Talk some Greek.
APOLLO: (To Zeus.) Can you rem em ber 
any Greek?
ZEUS: L et’s see—salvi, amicae—no, th a t’s 
Latin. Um—(He ticks languages o ff on his 
fingers as he proceeds.) Germ an—Russian— 
hablo usted—no, no, th a t’s Spanish. I have 
it! Mitchee - goomee - tyee—no, th a t’s an 
American Indian dialect I picked up from  a 
Corn God. W hat’s the m atter w ith  you? 
You’re supposed to be the patron  of learning.
APOLLO: Well. Ahem. Is—that is—
e-thay a-way oo-yay alk-tay eek-Gray.
NATALIE: Oh, nonsense. Anyone-ay an- 
cay oo-day at-thay.
ZEUS: Young idot! Even I know the dif­
ference betw een Pig L atin  and Ancient 
Greek.
ROGER: Yet you still insist that you are 
gods?
APOLLO: Yes.
ROGER: And you refuse to take part in 
the planned life of the community? 
APOLLO: Yes, blast it!
ROGER: You refuse to lend yourself to 
the problem of reproduction, you refuse to co­
operate w ith the most efficient plan pre­
sented, you attem pt to tear down the ac­
cepted structure  through your criticism—
APOLLO: Zeus, use your thunderbolt on 
him! T hat’ll show him!
ZEUS: But i t’s been so long. I t ’s rusty, 
and my aim isn’t so sure anymore.
APOLLO: You’ve got to use it! I t ’s our 
only hope.
ROGER: Thunderbolt? I don’t see any 
thunderbolt.
ZEUS: I t ’s right here in my hand. See?
ROGER: No, I don’t see. (To Natalie.) 
Do you see anything in his hand?
NATALIE: No.
ROGER: (To Prudence.) Do you?
PRUDENCE: No.
ROGER: (To Jerry.) You, over there. Do 
you see anything in his hand?
JERRY: No, man. (He gets his bongo drums 
to working at last, and begins to play a soft 
rhythm .)
ROGER: I t’s all in your imagination. I 
haven’t any more tim e to waste. The new 
society needs to be blueprinted. (He picks 
up a stick, and turning his back to the rest 
of the group, begins to draw lines in imagi­
nary dust. His diagram is very large, and he 
hurries from  one end of it to the other, sketch­
ing here and there.)
APOLLO: Now’s your chance, while he’s 
got his back turned.
ZEUS: I ’m just afraid something w ill go 
wrong. I t ’s been so long since I ’ve used it.
APOLLO: Come on now. Opportunity
comes to those who search for it.
ZEUS: Well, I ’ll try. (He begins to w ind  
up in the manner of a Bob Feller, while Nata­
lie, Prudence and Apollo watch attentively. 
Roger, busy w ith  his diagram, pays no atten­
tion, nor does Jerry, but the rhythm  of the  
bongo drums grows louder and faster. Sud­
denly it breaks off together, and Jerry turns 
the drums over, frowning at something on 
the bottom.)
ZEUS: (Collapsing from  his wind-up.)
No, no, I can’t. Something w ill surely go 
wrong.
APOLLO: You idiot, hurry! (Jerry begins 
the bongo drum  rhy thm  again.)
NATALIE: Hey, th a t’s p re tty  good. (She
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snaps her fingers and begins a slow, tw isting  
solitary dance.)
APOLLO: (Horrified.) Stop! Stop!
NATALIE: (Dancing w ith  more and more 
bumps as the drum  rhy thm  increases.) Oh, 
baby, oh, baby, this is the way!
APOLLO: (Rushing over to Zeus.) H urry  
up, can’t  you?
ZEUS: All right, all right. (He tucks up 
his toga and begins his w indup again.)
APOLLO: (Rushing back to Natalie, fol­
lowed by a pop-eyed Prudence.) Cut it out! 
Cut it out!
NATALIE: Take it off! Take it off! Take 
it off, off, off! (She squirm s out of her 
sweater and tosses it over her shoulder. It 
lands on Roger’s diagram. He unconcernedly  
picks it up and throws it to one side.)
ZEUS: Here she goes! (There is an im ­
mense crack of thunder, followed by a bright 
flash.)
APOLLO: Owwwwww! Oh, my God! My 
God! Ow, ow, ow! (Clutching his backside, 
he hops about the stage.)
ZEUS: W hat’s the m atter?
APOLLO: You got me! You got me! (He 
turns his backside to the audience, revealing  
a scorched portion of toga.)
ZEUS: Fancy! Here, I ’ll try  again! (He 
hitches at his toga and begins a second w ind­
up.)
APOLLO: (Rushing over to him .) You’d 
better not!
ZEUS: Oh, nonsense, nothing will go wrong 
this time.
NATALIE: Take it off! Take it off! (She  
begins to squirm  out of her skirt.)
APOLLO: (Rushing over to Natalie.) Don’t 
Stop this! Stop this!
ZEUS: I ’ll try  a curve this time.
APOLLO: (Rushing back to him .) Be
careful! Be careful!
NATALIE: (G etting rid of her sk irt and 
dancing in a bathing-suit affair.) Dance, 
everybody, dance!
APOLLO: (Rushing back to Natalie.) You 
brazen woman! (He is followed in all this  
hurrying about by Prudence, who is nearly 
losing her eyeballs.)
ZEUS: Here goes! (There follows a second 
peal of thunder and a second bright flash.) 
My, I certainly got a curve on tha t one!
APOLLO: (Following its trail here and
there about the stage w ith  his eyes.) I ’ll say.
PRUDENCE: Owwwwwwwww!
APOLLO: My God, you got he r th is time. 
Can’t you even come close to the real of­
fender?
PRUDENCE: (Her scream having inter­
rupted the bongo drum  and the strip tease, 
but not the society-planning.) Rape! They’re 
try ing  to rape me!
APOLLO: Rape!
PRUDENCE: T hat’s w hat it m ust be! I’ve 
never felt anything like it in my life!
APOLLO: Calm yourself, you’re getting 
overwrought!
PRUDENCE: Don’t you come near me! 
(Natalie, shrugs and begins a hop-skipping 
dance around the stage, to the renewed  
drum s.)
ZEUS: This is ra th e r fun! I had forgotten 
I got so m uch enjoym ent out of these things. 
(He w inds up w ith  another thunderbolt, 
keeping to Natalie’s and Jerry’s light hop- 
skip rhythm . There is a third clap of thunder 
and flash of light.)
APOLLO: Take cover! Take cover! Hard 
to tell w here this one w ill go! (He and 
Prudence, both trying  to avoid not only each 
other, but the thunderbolt, plow into Roger, 
upsetting him .)
ZEUS: Rats! I t h it a tree. (Observing the 
pile-up of Roger, Apollo, and Prudence). 
Gracious!
NATALIE: I declare, no one would recog­
nize th a t silly P rue  now! Look at her, all 
tangled up in a bedsheet. Oh, well. (Ignor­
ing the thrashing pile, she resum es her dance. 
The rh y th m  grows faster and louder, building 
to a climax, accompanied by the respective 
action of Natalie, the m ix tu re  of Roger, 
Apollo, and Prudence, who are all try ing  to 
get free of Apollo’s toga, and Zeus, who be­
gins to w ind up w ith  another thunderbolt.
(Enter Hera, carrying a broom. She is 
dressed in a fem inine version of a toga.)
ZEUS: I wonder w hat this one w ill hit?
HERA: Old fool! Your back w ill ache for 
weeks.
ZEUS: Hera, my dear!
HERA: Ju st look at you! Toga filthy, your 
hair on end—w hat’s left of it. W hat on earth 
have you been up to?
ZEUS: Apollo—
HERA: T hat irresponsible monkey! (She
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stalks over to the entanglem ent of Apollo, 
Prudence, and Roger.) Apollo! Come out of 
there!
APOLLO: (Emerging w eakly  from  the en­
tanglement.) Oh, Hera, I ’ve been having 
such a try ing  time.
PRUDENCE: Rapists! Aggressors! T ry­
ing to ruin everything th a t is decent in a 
woman!
ROGER: Subversive element! Hmph! (He 
finds him self a clear piece of ground, picks 
up his stick, and begins his diagram over 
again.)
PRUDENCE: Violators of w hat is sacred! 
Rapists! Ungodly wretches!
APOLLO: How can I be ungodly? I keep 
telling you th a t I am a god.
PRUDENCE: You don’t look like a god, 
and you don’t act like a god.
HERA: Hush up. (To Prudence.) Here. 
You. M ark tha t young man. (She indicates 
Jerry.)
PRUDENCE: Yes, I see him.
HERA: He’s m uch too individualistic for 
his own good. Go corrupt him.
PRUDENCE: Corrupt?
HERA: Yes. Draw him  out of his notions. 
Entangle him  good. I know you don’t have 
much experience, but follow your instincts. 
Remember, you’re doing it for the good of 
womanhood.
PRUDENCE: For the good of womanhood. 
For the good of womanhood. But suppose 
he—
HERA: Then w e’ll perform  a wedding
ceremony.
PRUDENCE: All right. (She goes over to 
Jerry, picks up his bongo, drums, puts them  
to one side, and sits down in their place.)
HERA: (Dusting o ff her hands.) There. 
Now, you other woman. (She collars Nata­
lie.) M ark this man.
NATALIE: Yes, but he’s skinny.
HERA: That may be true, bu t he is also 
too dedicated to organization. You m ust 
draw him out. C orrupt him.
NATALIE: Corrupt him?
HERA: Yes. Draw him out of his stuffy 
ways. Think of it as a challenge.
NATALIE: A challenge. A challenge.
(She hurries over to Roger.)
ROGER: You’re just in tim e to help. (He 
hands her a stick.) Here, take charge of the 
defense departm ent. (Natalie stares at the 
stick for a mom ent, then takes it cheerfully.)
NATALIE: (Skipping here and there,
drawing lines in w ild  circles.) W e’ll have a 
fine, original defense departm ent.
HERA: (Turning to Apollo.) Now, then.
APOLLO: It was an experim ent, Hera, 
really—
HERA: Listen to me. I t ’s hard  at best for 
gods and hum ans to inhabit the same society, 
but perhaps if you all cooperate, something 
can be worked out. At least you had better 
m ake the best of your adventure.
APOLLO: And I had so hoped—
HERA: Things may improve. Ju st think! 
Perhaps their children w ill believe in you— 
perhaps even follow your teachings—to a 
degree, of course.
APOLLO: Yes, I m ay even attain  the 
sta tu re  of Santa Claus.
HERA: Oh, Santa Claus isn’t a bad old 
chap when you get acquainted. But things 
won’t come to that, I ’m sure.
APOLLO: Well, I guess there are possi­
bilities. But it rankles.
HERA: You’re in charge now. Good luck. 
(To Zeus.) Come along, dear.
ZEUS: At last! My epsom salts and sup­
per. (He begins to follow Hera out, then  
stops.) My thunderbolts! W ait till I get my 
thunderbolts! (He hurries about the stage, 
gathering up invisible thunderbolts from  here 
and there, including the one that stuck in a 
tree.)
APOLLO: Hera, I don’t know about this. 
Are you sure they’ll behave themselves?
HERA: They’ll be so busy fighting w ith 
each other tha t they won’t have tim e to worry 
about you. (E xeunt Hera and Zeus.)
APOLLO: Oh, fiddle! (He picks up a stick, 
breaks it in half and sits down dejectedly  
under a tree.)
ROGER: (Picking up the piece of stick that 
Apollo dropped and waving it at the others 
like a pointer.) A fter we have the whole 
m ating system organized, and the schedules 
established, and sufficient controls to keep 
the populace in hand, we can advance to the 
more detailed m inutae of government. At 
this time, production goals can be set, re ­
wards for outstanding cooperation offered, 
along w ith the structures for defense against 
infiltration and sabotage. Then we will set 
up a program  for the instruction of the youth 
for the processes of reproduction and the 
technique involved—(He is still talking as 
the lights go out.)
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